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FICTION  WITHOUT  ROMANCE. 


To  describe  Eliza's  feelings  during  her  perusal  of  the 
foregoing,  would  indeed  be  a  difficult  task ;  various  were 
the  sensations,  which  oppressed  her,  and  equally  various 
were  their  effects.  At  times,  she  was  so  completely  blinded 
by  tears,  as  to  be  incapable  of  deciphering  the  characters 
before  her,  while  at  others,  the  acuteness  of  her  sorrow,  de- 
prived her  of  the  power  of  weeping.  One  moment  she 
longed  for  the  presence  of  the  friend  in  whose  sympathizing 
bosom  she  could  repose  her  griefs,  and  in  the  next,  a  feeling 
to  which  she  had  hitherto  been  a  stranger,  took  possession  of 
her  breast  and  made  her  wish  that  she  could  have  hidden 
herself  from  ail  the  world,  even  from  Mrs.  Wallace !  Eliza 
felt  herself  an  object  for  the  finger  of  scorn  to  point  at,  and 
wished  that  the  same  grave  had  enclosed  her  mother  and 
herself. 

But  if  she  felt  on  her  own  account,  how  much,  how  inf  - 
nitely,  more,  did  she  feel  on  her  uncle's. — Young,  handsome, 
accomplished ;  had  he  not  sacrificed  his  best  prospects  in 
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life  for  her  ?  For  her  sake  he  had  become  a  voluntary 
exile!  and  too  probably  a  murderer!  This  last  sugges- 
tion filled  her  soul  with  horror ;  not  that  she  attached  the 
smallest  guilt  to  the  transaction,  as  the  circumstances  under 
which  it  was  done  were  sufficient  to  warrant  anything,  but 
to  a  man  of  her  uncle's  principles,  it  must  be  a  perpetual 
torment,  besides  the  danger  to  which  he  would  always 
remain  subject. 

But  Eliza's  fears  on  this  account  would  have  been  consi- 
derably lessened,  had  she  known,  that  Courtney's  wound 
was  declared  not  to  be  mortal,  and  that  he  had,  after  many 
weeks  suffering,  ultimately  recovered.  But  his  fears,  on  his 
own  account  were  sufficient  to  prevent  his  taking  any  steps 
for  the  apprehension  of  Desbro,  as  he  was  also  amenable  to 
the  laws  of  his  country,  for  having  committed  the  crime  of 
bigamy,  he  therefore  made  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and,  leaving 
his  enemy  to  his  fate,  quitted  the  kingdom,  and  had  never 
since  been  heard  of. 

The  preparation  for  their  removal,  which  was  to  take 
place  soon  after  her  uncle's  return,  by  occupying  Eliza's 
mind, [restored  her  to  much  of  her  wonted  tranquility,  besides, 
Eliza  was  too  grateful  not  to  use  her  utmost  exertions 
to  benefit  by  the  constant  assiduity  of  Mrs.  Wallace,  in  her 
efforts  to  enliven  and  amuse  her.  So  well  had  she  suc- 
ceeded, that  on  the  day  Mr.  Desbro  was  expected  to  return, 
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there  was  hardly  a  trace  of  sorrow  to  be  seen  on  her  bloom- 
ing- countenance;  but  when  he  did  arrive, — when  Eliza 
felt  herself  pressed  to  the  bosom  of  this  idolized  uncle,  after 
a  fortnight's  absence,  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  she 
could  restrain  her  emotions ;  her  face  became  alternately 
pale  and  red,  and  she  trembled  so,  that  her  limbs  could 
scarcely  perform  their  office.  Mr.  Desbro,  (who  by  letters 
from  Mrs.  Wallace  had  been  apprized  of  all  that  had  passed 
at  home,)  affected  not  to  notice  the  unusual  agitation  of  his 
niece ;  but  placing  her  on  the  sopha,  and  seating  himself 
next  to  her,  began  to  deliver  the  many  kind  messages  with 
which  he  had  been  charged  by  Henry  Cooper,  Mr.  Mor- 
land,  and  some  more  good  friends  in  London,  as  yet  un- 
known, but  to  whom  he  hoped  soon  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
presenting  her,  and  also  her  amiable  governess. 

He  then  proceeded  to  inform  them,  that  he  had  taken  a 
neat  ready  furnished  house1,  in  the  vicinity  of  Paddington, 
a  pleasant  village  contiguous  to  London,  and  not  more  than 
half  an  hour's  ride  from  that  Capital,  of  which  they  might 
avail  themselves  whenever  they  thought  proper,  by  means 
of  a  stage  coach,  numbers  of  these  conveyances  being  in  the 
daily  habit  of  passing  to  and  fro.  He  then  expressed  his 
wish  that  they  should  be  able  to  leave  Greenwood  in  a  week 
from  the  present,  he  having  taken  the  house  from  the  com- 
mencement of  the  quarter,  and  he  wished  to  be  settled 
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before  chilly  autumn  had  completed  her  sombre  reign,  as 
the  days  were  becoming  short  and  dreary. 

Eliza  had  the  pleasure  before  she  left  Devonshire,  of 
seeing  Peggy  made  happy  with  her  dear  William;  and 
though  it  was  not  yet  Christmas,  still  the  bounty  of  Mr. 
Desbro,  provided  the  noble  sirloin  and  rich  national  pud- 
ding, which  smoking  on  the  board  (with  large  libations  from 
the  foaming  tankard)  constituted  the  wedding  feast. 

Every  thing  being  now  in  readiness,  our  trio,  after  hav- 
ing passed  one  more  day  at  the  beloved  rectory  of  B 

actually  found  themselves  in  the  vehicle  which  was  to  con- 
vey them  to  the  metropolis  of  Great  Britain, — Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hamilton  with  the  aged  Sarah  (whom  they  retained  in  qua- 
lity of  nurse)  bearing  in  her  arms  the  smiling  Juliana,  were 
at  Greenwood  to  take  a  final  leave  of  the  ci-divant  cottagers. 

They  were  on  the  point  of  setting  out,  when  their  atten- 
tion was  attracted  by  the  sight  of  two  horsemen  galloping 
hastily  in  the  direction  of  the  cottage.  These  proved  to  be 
no  other  than  Mr.  Selby  and  his  son,  who  had  taken  an 
early  ride  for  the  express  purpose  of  bidding  adieu  to  Mr. 
Selby's  respected  tenant.  After  some  little  conversation 
on  the  subject  of  the  house,  which  Mr.  Selby  promised  to 
dispose  of  to  the  best  advantage ;  the  young  gentleman 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  present  Miss  Desbro  with  what  he 
called  a  trifling  souvenir,  at  the  same  time,  putting  into  her 
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hands  a  mahogany  box,  of  much  larger  dimensions  than  the 
word  trifling  seemed  to  imply. 

She  received  it  in  a  most  grateful  manner,  and  was  pre- 
paring to  express  her  thanks,  when  her  surprise  and  pleasure 
prevented  her  giving  them  utterance ;  for  on  her  uncle's 
opening  the  box,  she  beheld  the  identical  microscope  which 
had  afforded  her  so  much  amusement  on  a  former  occasion. 
Mr.  Desbro  hesitated  about  allowing  Eliza  to  accept  it ;  but 
Mr.  Selby  would  not  hear  of  anything  like  an  objection  ; 
"  besides,"  said  he,  "  George  has  set  his  heart  upon  it,  and 
surely  you  will  not  deprive  him  of  the  pleasure  this  little 
act  of  gallantry  will  afford  him."  Mr.  Desbro  having  replied 
with  equal  politeness,  the  parties  took  leave  with  much  cor- 
diality, and  the  Selbys  slowly  walked  their  horses  towards 
the  road  leading  to  the  park ;  poor  George  turning  his  head 
as  long  as  it  was  possible  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Eliza. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  shed  many  tears  at  parting  with  her 
amiable  neighbours,  who  evinced  an  equal  degree  of  regret 
on  their  part ;  a  promise  of  corresponding  was  mutually 
agreed  on,  and  they  at  length  took  a  solemn  and  final 
farewell. 

But  few  words  were  spoken  during  the  commeHcement  of 
journey,  (each  individual  being  engaged  in  the  indulgence  of 
their  own  particular  thoughts,)  except  when  something  new 
and  beautiful  came  within  their  sight,  which  Mr.  Desbro 
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pointed  out  to  the  observation  of  his  companions ;  who,  as  the 
hills  of  Devonshire  receded  from  their  view,  seemed  to  look 
forward  with  a  sort  of  pleasurable  hope,  to  the  scenes  in  which 
they  were  to  become  spectators,  if  not  actors. 

The  first  attempt  at  conversation,  was  made  by  Eliza,  who 
now,  for  the  first  time,  ventured  to  ask  her  uncle  some 
questions,  relative  to  the  health  and  situation  of  Mr.  Cooper. 
"  He  appeared  much  improved  in  his  health,"  said  Mr. 
Desbro,  "  and  seems  most  eligibly  situated ;  Mr.  Morland 
appears  to  feel  for  him  the  affection  of  a  father,  and  lives  in 
the  hope  of  one  day  being  so  in  reality,  by  the  union  of  his 
lively  Jessy,  with  this  object  of  his  high  esteem." 

Eliza  did  not  feel  quite  satisfied  with  this  intelligence ; 
but  why  she  was  not,  was  a  mystery,  even  to  herself.  Did 
she  not  wish  Henry  happy  ?  Certainly.  Then  why  should 
she  not  wish  to  see  him  happy  with  Jessy  Morland  ?  was  ano- 
ther question  she  mentally  asked  herself; — but  was  Miss 
Morland  the  being  who  could  make  him  so  ?  —here  she  stopt, 
—Henry  certainly  must  be  the  best  judge  of  his  feelings  in 
this  respect.  While  these  reflections  were  passing  in  the 
mind  of  Eliza,  the  various  changes  of  her  countenance  were 
noticed  by  both  her  companions,  each  had  their  surmises  on 
the  subject,  but  forbore  to  notice  them,  even  to  each  other. 

When  our  travellers  stopt  at ,  Mr.  Desbro  proposed 

to  pass  the  night  there,  as  it  would  be  very  late  before  they 
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could  reach  London,  having  yet  forty  miles  to  travel;  he 
therefore  thought  it  would  be  much  better  for  them  to  finish 
their  journey  by  day-light,  and  thereby  avoid  both  danger 
and  fatigue. 

The  ladies  cheerfully  acquiesced  in  this  plan  ;  and  a  few 
minutes  beheld  them  seated  by  a  comfortable  fire,  in  the 
best  room  at  the  Crown  Inn. 

After  partaking  of  tea  and  coffee,  Mrs.  Wallace  withdrew 
in  order  to  inspect  their  accommodation  for  the  night ;  being 
satisfied  in  this  important  particular,  she  returned  to  the 
parlour,  where  she  found  Mr.  Desbro  and  Eliza  so  deeply 
engaged  in  conversation,  as  not  to  have  noticed  her  re- 
entrance. 

"But  pray,  dear  Uncle,  tell  me  something  more  about 
this  interesting  family,"  said  the  latter. 

"  I  can  tell  you  but  little  now,  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
*'as  I  passed  so  little  time  amongst  them;  I  only  know  that 
the  old  gentleman,  who  won  so  much  of  my  esteem  and 
that  of  our  dear  departed  friend,  when  we  were  in  London 
together,  seventeen  years  ago,  is  no  more ;  but  that  his  house 
is  now  occupied  by  his  son,  who  is  the  father  of  a  blooming 
and  amiable  family,  and  the  master  of  a  well  regulated 
household. 

"  Is  it  of  the  Hebrew  family  you  are  speaking,  Sir  ? " 
said  Mrs.  Wallace. 
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"  Yes,  Madam,"  was  the  reply,  "  and  I  hope  soon  te  be 
able  to  introduce  them  to  you.  You  are,  I  am  happy  to 
say,  free  from  the  illiberal  prejudices  which  still  exist  in 
some  degree,  against  that  unassuming  nation ;  but  if  even 
you  were  not,  I  think  an  acquaintance  with  the  worthy 
Zachariahs'  would  go  a  great  way  towards  emancipating 
you." 

"  But,  how  is  it,  my  dear  uncle,"  said  Eliza,  "  that  you 
seem  so  much  more  attached  to  the  members  of  that  nation 
than  of  some  others  ?  For  instance,  do  you  not  think  highly 
of  the  society  of  friends  ? " 

"  Most  assuredly  I  do,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  but  they  are 
not  so  much  entitled  to  our  commiseration,  having  never 
undergone  the  various  kinds  of  persecution,  at  least,  in  so 
great  a  degree,  as  the  Jews  have  been  fated  to  endure : 
I  must  confess  that  I  do  not  admire  external  show  of  any 
kind ;  there  is  too  much  ostentation  in  it ;  besides,  the  re- 
pulsive formality  of  their  address : — I  never  was  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  Quaker  in  my  life  but  I  felt  a  sort  of  uncomfortable 
restraint,  which  ultimately  depressed  my  spirits  ;  while  in  the 
society  of  the  Israelite,  it  is  al  together  different;  though  their 
tenets  are  rigidly  severe  among  themselves,  yet,  in  the  com- 
pany of  others,  they  are  sprightly,  intelligent,  and  among 
the  better  sort,  generally  men  of  refined  education  and 
polished  manners." 
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"  And  their  women  ?  "    continued  Eliza. 

*'  The  few  that  I  have  had  the  opportunity  of  noticing," 
replied  Mr.  Desbro,  "  were  amiable  and  very  lively  ;  they 
have  the  reputation  for  great  modesty,  and  for  their  exem- 
plary conduct  as  wives  and  mothers,  I  believe  they  •  almost 
stand  unrivalled." 

"  Are  they  distinguished  by  any  particular  costume?" 
again  asked  the  inquisitive  Eliza. 

"  No,"  replied  her  uncle,  "  only  the  male  natives  of 
Poland,  who  still  retain  the  costume  of  their  country." 

Mr.  Desbro  now  taking  out  his  watch,  held  it  towards 
Eliza,  saying,  with  a  smile,  "  if  we  begin  to  adopt  London 
hours  while  yet  at  so  great  a  distance  from  that  fashionable 
city,  what  shall  we  do  when  we  become  resident  there  ?" 

Mrs.  Wallace  smiling  in  her  turn,  rang  the  bell  and 
ordered  supper. 

Their  meal  concluded,  they  all  retired  to  rest,  if  that  were 
possible  amidst  the  tumult  of  an  inn. 

The  next  morning  produced  a  change  in  their  arrange- 
ments. From  the  quantity  of  rain  that  had  fallen  in  the 
night,  Mr.  Desbro  foresaw  that  the  roads  would  be  very 
heavy ;  instead,  therefore,  of  staying  to  take  a  view  of  the 
village  in  which  they  were,  and  proceeding  on  their  journey 
after  dinner,  it  was  judged  expedient  to  set  off  immediately 
after  breakfast,  and  dine  at  the  last  place  they  should  stop 
at,  previous  to  their  entering  London* 
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Accordingly,  the  chaise  was  ordered,  lug-gage  (fastened, 
landlord,  men  and  maids,  satisfied,  and  in  a  shorter  time 
than  she  could  have  supposed  it  possible,  Eliza  was  again 
travelling  towards  that  metropolis,  which  she  was  now  really 
anxious  to  behold. 

Mr.  Desbro  made  the  post-boy  a  promise  of  something 
extra,  if  he  would  get  on,  as  he  was  desirous  to  get  to 
his  journey's  end  before  dark.  It  was,  nevertheless,  half- 
past  five  when  the  chaise  stopt  before  the  door  of  a  neat, 
rural-looking  house.  Here  was  also  a  viranda  filled  with 
pretty  shrubs;  the  parlour  windows  were  decorated  with 
hyacinths,  and  there  was  such  a  resemblance  in  the  exterior 
of  the  habitation  to  that  of  dear  Greenwood,  that  our  hero- 
ine could  hardly  suppress  the  tear  of  grateful  recollection. 

Ere  the  postillion  could  alight  from  his  seat,  the  door  was 
opened,  and  our  travellers,  with  real  pleasure,  beheld  Mr.' 
Morland  and  Henry  Cooper,  waiting  to  receive  them  as 
they  descended  from  their  vehicle. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  parlour,  they  were  met  by  a  fine, 
agreeble  looking  girl,  whom  Mr.  Morland  introduced  as  his 
daughter. 

That  gentleman  now  addressed  Mr.  Desbro  in  the  style  of 
true  unceremonious  kindness,  after  apologizing  in  the  hand- 
somest manner,  for  having  taken  possession  of  his  house; 
"  I  trust,  Sir,"  continued  he,  "that  my  officiousness  will  uot 
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be  misconstrued';  you  are  all,  1  may  say,  strangers,  and  I 
thought  the  sight  of  some  one  whom  you  knew,  would  be 
not  altogether  unaccepable ;  we  have  also  brought  a  servant, 
who  will  remain  with  you  till  the  ladies  shall  have  suited 
themselves  according  to  their  wish ;  and  Jessy  will  also  re- 
main a  day  or  two,  (if  perfectly  agreeable,)  till  you  become 
accustomed  to  your  change  of  residence." 

"  And  does  this  require  an  apology,  Sir  ? "  asked  Mr. 
Desbro,  extending  his  hand,  "  rather  let  me  apologize  for 
having  unconsciously  deranged  your  domestic  system,  though 
I  really  want  power  to  express  my  sense  of  the  obligation 
under  which  you  have  laid  me." 

"Poh!"  said  this  genuine  Englishman,  "  if  you  say  any 
thing  more  about  obligation,  we  will  all  go  home  and  leave 
you  to  yourselves." 

While  this  was  passing,  Henry,  Mrs.  "Wallace,  and  Eliza, 
were  enjoying  a  conversation  together ;  but  the  young  peo- 
ple had  so  much  to  say,  that  poor  Mrs.  Wallace  couldjscarce 
get  a  word  in  edgeways;  while  the  goodnatured  Jessy  was 
gone  to  assist  the  servant  in  preparing  refreshments  for 
the  newly  arrived  residents. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Eliza  remarked  the  beauty 
of  the  hyacinths  in  the  windows,  at  the  same  time,  admiring 
the  stands  in  which  the  glasses  were  placed. 

"Those,"  said  Henry,  "  are  the  work  of  Miss  Morland, 
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and  intended  as  a  present  from  her,  to  the  friends  I  so 
much  love." 

Eliza  was  about  to  return  her  acknowledgments  for  this 
piece  of  attention,  when  she  was  prevented  by  that  young 
lady's  saying,  "  but  he  does  not  tell  you  whose  were  the 
glasses  and  the  roots,  and  all  the  shrubs  and  plants  with 
which  the  viranda  is  filled."  Henry  looked  towards  the 
ground,  but  said  nothing;  while  Eliza,  who  guessed  the 
whole  truth,  was  delighted  with  the  delicate  manner  in  which 
he  had  tried  to  realize  the  existence  of  those  scenes,  which 
could  only  now  live  in  her  imagination. 

Pleased  with  this  proof  of  his  continued  friendship,  and 
knowing  the  peculiar  situation  in  which  her  unfortunate  birth 
had  placed  her,  she  began  to  consider  Henry  as  the  destined 
husband  of  Jessy  Morland ;  and  rejoiced  in  her  heart,  to  see 
the  amiable  qualities,  as  well  as  personal  attractions  which 
that  lady  possessed. 

He  is  so  good,  thought  she,  he  ought  to  be  happy ;  and 
it  is  impossible  to  be  otherwise  with  Jessy  Morland. 

Henry  would  have  thought  the  same,  if  he  had  never 
seen  Eliza ;  but  there  was  the  rock  on  which  he  foresaw  his 
happiness  would  be  wrecked.  His  principles  were  too  good 
to  return  Mr.  Morland's  kindness  with  ingratitude ;  he  was 
far  from  being  vain ;  yet  he  had  penetration  enough  to  dis- 
cover in  what  degree  of  estimation  he  was  held  by  Jessy, 
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who'treated  him  with  the  most  distinguished  and  undisguised, 
partiality :  and  could  he  have  been  base  enough  to  sport  with 
the  feelings  of  that  innocent  and  artless  being,  who  was  the 
sole  prop  of  her  father's  declining  years  ?  It  is  true,  she  had  a 
brother,  but  he  was  seldom  at  home;  and  Jessy,  from  her 
striking  likeness  to  her  mother,  as  well  as  from  her  extreme 
good  temper,  was  the  decided  favorite  of  her  father,  and  the 
reward  promised  to  Henry  for  the  assiduity  and  integrity  with 
which  he  conducted  the  business,  which  was  to  lay  the  foun- 
dation of  his  future  fortune,  and  ultimately  to  become  his 
own.  He  therefore  determined,  whatever  the  struggle 
might  cost  him,  to  sacrifice  every  selfish  feeling  at  the  shrine 
of  gratitude  and  duty;  and  henceforward,  to  regard  Eliza 
only  as  a  highly  esteemed  friend,  or  a  beloved  sister. 

Tt  was  now  arranged  that  Miss  Morland  should  remain  at 
Paddington  until  Saturday,  when  Mr.  Cooper  was  to  fetch 
her ;  and  that  the  Desbro  family  should  pass  their  first  Sun- 
day in  London,  in  Austin  Friars. 

As  soon  as  her  father  and  Henry  had  taken  their  leave, 
Jessy  busied  herself  in  arranging  every  thing  for  the  new 
comers ;  she  helped  to  unpack  the  trunks,  went  with  Mrs. 
Wallace  and  Eliza  into  the  different  apartments,  and  made 
herself  as  useful  and  as  much  at  home,  as  if  they  had  been 
acquainted  for  years ;  indeed,  so  industrious  were  the  whole 
party,  that  when  Henry  arrived  on  Saturday,  he  was  asto- 
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nished  to  see  the  regularity  and  order  which  prevailed  in 
every  part  of  the  establishment.  And  what  added  not  a  little 
to  his  satisfaction,  was  the  library  which  Mr.  Desbro  had 
had  fitted  up  after  his  own  directions. 

Henry  was  much  pleased  to  see  the  sociability  which  ap- 
peared to  subsist  between  Eliza  and  Jessy;  he  would  have 
enjoyed  to  have  beheld  more  than  that ;  but  the  extreme  vo- 
latility of  the  latter,  was  too  much  for  her  ever  to  be  the 
chosen  friend  and  confidant  of  the  former;  the  exuberant 
flow  of  spirits  which  Jessy  constantly  enjoyed,  bore  down  upon 
the  meek,  sensitive  Eliza,  like  an  overwhelming  torrent,  and 
she  was  frequently  obliged  to  leave  her  in  the  midst  of  her 
mirth,  and  seek  relief  in  tears. 

One  who,  like  herself,  was  the  child  of  misfortune,  a  de- 
pendent orphan,  would  have  been  a  more  suitable  associate ; 
but  Jessy  was  the  offspring  of  happiness  and  opulence;  and, 
excepting  her  mother's  death,  had  never  in  her  whole  life 
experienced  a  single  moment's  discontent.  Alike,  the  dar- 
ling of  her  father  and  brother,  naturally  of  a  joyous  dispo- 
sition, to  which  were  added  an  excellent  heart,  and  ample 
means  of  being  generous,  she  was  the  idol  of  all  around 
her,  her  path  was  strewed  with  roses,  without  a  thorn. 

On  Sunday  the  invitation  to  Mr.  Morland  was  accepted; 
and  our  newly  arrived  visitants  were  introduced  to  Mr. 
James  Morland,  the  son  of  their  hospitable  entertainer.  He 
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was  in  every  respect,  (excepting1  good  nature,)  the  very 
reverse  of  his  mirth-loving  sister,  who,  in  her  jocose  man- 
ner, often  called  him  mope,  and  told  him,  that  had  Don 
Quixote  appeared  at  a  later  period,  she  should  have  been 
sure  that  the  author  had  taken  him  for  his  model  when  he 
pourtrayed  the  '  knight  of  the  doleful  countenance.' 

To  these  lively  sallies,  he  retaliated,  by  calling  her  a  mad- 
cap. But  all  this  was  done  in  such  a  pleasant  way,  that 
neither  was  disturbed  by  the  innocent  railery  of  the  other ; 
which  only  appeared  to  cement  the  fraternal  union  of  both. 

James  Morland  was  far  from  being  a  mope,  he  was  the 
well  informed  pleasing  companion,  though  very  serious. 
He  rarely  laughed,  but  the  smile  of  ineffable  goodness  never 
relinquished  its  station  on  his  brow.  His  attention  to  busi- 
ness, was  unremitting  ;  and  though  but  twenty-four  years  of 
age,  he  might  easily  have  been  mistaken  for  thirty.  In  his 
person  he  was  tall  and  well  formed ;  and  though  he  could 
not  boast  of  any  particular  beauty  of  features,  yet,  his  fine, 
open  countenance,  gained  him  the  reputation  of  being  a 
handsome  man.  His  eye,  was  dark  and  penetrating  ;  and 
so  indelibly  had  truth  and  candour  stampt  their  mark  upon 
his  lineaments,  that  once  to  see  him,  was  to  know  him  for 
ever.  His  friendship  was  not  easily  gained ;  but  when 
*once  gained,  not  easily  lost.  He  was  generous,  humane, 
and  courageous ;  the  greatest  intimacy  subsisted  between 
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him  and  Henry,  which  was  of  essential  service  to  the  latter, 
as  it  often  served  to  curb  the  impetuosity,  to  which  he  felt 
too  often  inclined  to  give  the  reins. 

James  paid  the  most  sedulous  attention  to  Eliza ;  he  ap- 
peared to  watch  her  every  look,  and,  after  having  examined 
attentively  her  features,  he  turned  to  Henry,  and  asked  him 
whether  he  was  at  all  related  to  Miss  Desbro  ?  An  answer 
in  the  negative,  seemed  to  produce  some  surprise  in  the 
interrogator,  who  continued.  "  I  should  certainly  have 
taken  you  for  cousins,  at  least ;  for  the  resemblance  between 
you,  is  most  striking ;  has  it  never  been  observed  before  ?  " 
"  No  Sir,"  said  Eliza,  who  felt  a  sudden  sensation  thrill 
through  her  frame,  which  was  increased  on  beholding  her 
uncle  and  Mrs.  Wallace  both  surveying  the  features  of 
herself. 

tt  is  likely  that  one  and  the  same  thought  might  have  oc- 
cupied her  and  her  friends,  but  if  it  did,  it  was  only 
momentary ;  an  animated  and  general  conversation,  banished 
presently  all  sad  retrospection,  and  the  evening  was  passed 
with  the  greatest  satisfaction  on  all  sides. 

In  consequence  of  the  distance  they  had  to  go,  Mr.  Desbro 
apologized  for  being  the  first  to  break  up  the  party ;  but  he 
said,  smiling,  that  he  must  be  allowed  to  have  his  oddities  as 
well  as  every  other  old  bachelor,  and  he  had  determined,  that 
change  of  residence  should  not  effect  change  in  his  established 
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system  of  regularity,  which  was,  to  be  always  at  home  by 
eleven  o'clock. 

"On  Sundays,  I  suppose  you  mean,  Sir?"  said  Jessy, 
unless  you  intend  to  establish  a  Protestant  Convent  at  Pad- 
dington,  and  Miss  Desbro  to  become  Lady  Abbess." 

"  Why  so  ?  my  little  daughter  of  Momus,"  said  Mr. 
Desbro. 

"  Because  as  neither  Theatre,  Ball,  nor  Concert,  can 
enable  you  to  keep  that  sober  resolution,  I  concluded  you 
might,  by  putting  Eliza  in  a  Nunnery,  effectually  prevent 
her  partaking  of  those  amusements. 

Mr.  Morland  now  began  to  fear  that  his  thoughtless  girl, 
had,  by  her  unbounded  propensity  for  joking,  offended  Mr. 
Desbro ;  but  that  gentleman  assured  him  that  he  was  too 
much  pleased  with  her  innocent  gaiety,  to  take  umbrage  at 
what  he  knew  was  not  meant  to  offend.  And  so  far  am  I 
anxious  to  convince  you  of  the  contrary,"  said  he,  "  that, 
whenever  you  feel  inclined  to  make  a  party  to  the  play, 
Eliza  shall  accompany  you ;  and  if  Mrs.  Wallace  will  also 
favour  us  with  her  company,  I  will  prove  to  you,  there  is 
no  rule  without  an  exception." 

This  proposal  was  joyfully  acceded  to ;  and  Henry  was 
to  let  them  know  when  they  could  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  the  modern  Roscius  in  one  of  his  best  characters. 

The  hackney  coach,  which  was  ordered  to  convey  them 

VOL.  II.  C 
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home,  was  now  at  the  door ;  this  was  another  source  of 
novelty  to  our  heroine,  and  one  with  which  she  was  much 
pleased,  as  it  afforded  a  great  convenience,  at  a  comparatively 
small  expence. 

The  friends  now  separated  amidst  reiterated  blessings  and 
good  wishes. 

The  two  following  days  passed  without  any  material 
occurrence ;  but  on  the  third,  as  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace 
were  at  work  together,  they  were  startled,  at  an  unusually 
loud  rap  at  the  street  door ;  they  looked  up,  and  perceived 
a  plain  family  carriage,  stopping  at  the  house,  from  which, 
alighted  a  genteel,  middle  aged  gentleman,  and  a  lady, 
seemingly  about  the  same  age  as  himself;  they  were  followed 
by  a  fine,  dashing  looking  girl.  The  bustle  of  entering,  aroused 
Mr.  Desbro,  who  was  in  his  library  ;  he  reached  the  parlour 
at  the  same  time  as  the  visitors,  and,  throwing  open  the 
door,  introduced  to  the  astonished  ladies  within,  Mr.  Jacob 
Zachariah,  his  wife,  and  daughter. 

If  Eli/a  had  been  interested  only  in  the  description  of 
this  amiable  family  of  Hebrews,  how  much  more  so  was  she 
with  their  manner  and  appearance  ?  The  former,  denoted 
them  to  be  thoroughly  conversant  with  all  the  forms  of  po- 
lished society;  while  in  the  latter,  fashion  and  propriety 
were  delicately  blended. 

They  conversed   with  the  ease  and  familiarity   of  old 
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acquaintance ;  the  gentlemen  discoursed  on  various  topics, 
(nor  was  the  tribute  of  a  sigh  to  the  memories  of  the  de- 
parted Mr.  Zachariah  and  Mr.  Howard  forgotten.)  The 
elderly  ladies  seemed  to  enjoy  their  tete-a-tete;  and  Eliza 
fancied  she  could  see  that  in  Rebecca  which  she  had  vainly 
wished  to  find  in  Jessy. 

Mrs.  Zachariah  apologised  for  not  having  paid  her  visit 
earlier,  in  consequence  of  the  interference  of  some  peculiar 
solemnities  incidental  to  the  time  of  the  year.  "  It  is  only 
two  days  since  our  penitential  fast,"  continued  that  lady, 
"  but  our  ensuing  rites,"  said  she,  "  are  of  a  more  festive 
nature ;  and  if  I  could  prevail  on  Mr.  Desbro,  to  allow  this 
young  lady  to  pass  a  part  of  this  week  with  Rebecca,  I 
think  I  might  venture  to  promise  her  a  little  information 
and  amusement."  "  W  hat  is  that,  Madam  ?"  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
on  hearing  his  name  mentioned. 

The  invitation  was  now  repeated,  in  which,  Mr.  Zacha- 
riah and  his  daughter  so  strenuously  joined,  that  Mr.  Desbro 
could  not  have  refused,  without  giving  offence ;  it  was  there- 
fore, unanimously  agreed,  that  the  carriage  should  be  sent 
for  Miss  Desbro  on  the  following  day,  and  that  Mr.  Desbro 
and  Mrs.  Wallace  were  to  fetch  her  back  on  Saturday. 
Such  refreshments  as  were"  judged  consistent  with  their  pe- 
culiar customs,  were  now  brought  in ;  and  Mrs.  Wallace 
was  not  a  little  proud  of  the  encomiums  bestowed  on  the 

c2 
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raspberry  jam  which  she  had  brought  with  her  from  Devon- 
shire. On  taking  leave,  Miss  Zachariah  told  Eliza  to  be 
ready  early  on  the  morrrow. 

Nearly  the  whole  of  the  remaining  part  of  the  day  was 
employed  in  talking  of  their  new  acquaintance  ;  Eliza  looked 
forward  with  joyful  anticipation  to  the  day  when  she  should 
again  behold  Rebecca ;  nor  was  this  a  solitary  feeling ;  the 
young  Jewess  had  been  inspired  with  the  same  predilection 
in  favor  of  our  heroine,  who  had  forcibly  reminded  her  of 
one  whom  she  had  dearly  loved,  and  who,  though  perhaps 
still  in  existence,  was  in  all  probability  dead  to  her. 

On  the  appointed  day,  the  carriage  arrived  earlier  than 
had  been  expected ;  and,  to  the  agreeable  surprise  of  Eliza, 
Miss  Zachariah  alighted  from  it,  accompanied  by  her  two 
brothers,  one  eleven,  and  the  other  nine  years  old.  They 
were  plain  looking  boys,  but  sharp  and  spirited.  Mr.  Des- 
bro  asked  them  several  questions  relative  to  the  progress  they 
had  made  in  their  studies ;  their  answers  were  quick  and  to 
the  purpose.  Their  sister  observed,  that  they  had  done 
little,  or  nothing,  during  the  last  summer,  having  been  on  a 
visit  to  their  grandmother  at  Brighton,  where  she  resided 
with  her  only  single  daughter.  "  I  think  I  recollect  your 
father  having  some  brothers,  Miss,"  said  Mr.  Desbro.  u  Yes, 
Sir,"  was  the  reply;  "  but  they  are  both  on  the  Continent." 

Eliza  having  made  up  her  little  package,   her  friend 
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hinted,  that  it  was  getting  late,  and  she  had  to  stop  at 
several  places  to  execute  some  commissions  for  her  mother. 

What  with  commissions,  stoppages  on  the  road,  &c.  it 
was  near  four  o'clock,  when  the  carriage  stopt  in  St.  Helen's 
place.  Mrs.  Zachariah,  after  welcoming  her  visitor  in  the 
most  hospitable  manner,  expostulated  affectionately  with 
her  daughter  on  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  as  her  father  had 
been  home  some  time,  and  the  rites  of  the  festival  were 
about  commencing. 

Rebecca  colored  deeply,  but  did  not  venture  a  single 
syllable  in  her  own  vindication ;  but  both  the  boys,  with  one 
accord,  assured  their  mother,  that  Rebecca  was  not  in  fault, 
but  that  the  shops  were  full,  and  the  horses  obstinate. 

Mrs.  Zachariah  evinced  the  truest  delight  in  thus  seeing 
the  affection  her  children  bore  each  other,  and  tenderly 
embracing  them  all,  led  the  way  to  the  parlour,  where, 
dinner  being  announced,  Mr.  Zachariah  made  his  appear- 
ance. 

His  meal  was  soon  finished ;  he  rose  from  table  rather 
abruptly,  and  addressing  our  heroine,  said,  "  I  fear  my  dear 
Miss  Desbro,  this  first  specimen  of  my  politeness,  will  give  you 
but  a  very  unfavourable  opinion  of  my  hospitality ;  divine  ser- 
vice requires  my  attendance  at  the  Synagogue,  but  I  hope  to 
enjoy  the  pleasure  of  your  company  with  redoubled  satisfac- 
tion on  my  return.— He  and  his  sons  now  withdrew. 
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The  young  ladies  having  mutually  agreed  to  wave  all 
ceremony  with  each  other,  Miss  Zachariah  was  the  first  to 
avail  herself  of  the  new  treaty,  by  addressing  her  visitor  with 
the  familiar  appellation  of  her  Christian  name. 

"  Now,  Eliza,"  said  she,  "  if  you  come  with  me  I  think  I 
shall  be  able  to  give  you  an  agreeable  surprise."  So  saying, 
she  drew  our  heroine's  hand  within  her  arm,  and  proceeded 
with  her  along  the  hall,  out  at  the  back  door,  into  a  large 
paved  court,  where  a  sight  awaited  her,  which  made  her 
almost  doubt  the  evidence  of  her  senses. 

About  the  middle  of  the  yard,  a  temporary  room  had  been 
erected,  of  dimensions  sufficiently  spacious  for  the  accom- 
modation of  a  very  large  party.  It  was  perfect  in  every 
respect,  except  the  ceiling,  being  built  totally  without  a 
roof;  this  deficiency  was  partially  supplied  by  laths,  which 
were  place  crosswise  in  the  style  of  lattice  work ;  these  were 
covered  outside,  by  a  variety  of  green  foliage,  disposed  in 
such  a  manner,  as  to  render  the  sky  distinctly  visible  through 
its  branches :  but  more  perfect  light  was  admitted  through 
handsome  sash  windows,  each  side  of  the  room  having  two. 
These  were  decorated  with  silk  curtains,  of  Pomona  green, 
tastefully  festooned  up  with  large  bouquets  of  real  flowers. 
The  floor  was  covered  with  India  matting;  cane sophas  sup- 
plied the  place  of  chairs ;  excepting  in  the  corners  of  the 
room,  which  were  filled  with  garden  pots  of  an  immense  size, 
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in  which  were  the  finest  full  grown  myrtles.  In  the  windows, 
were  placed,  orange  and  lemon  trees,  which  shed  an  odo- 
riferous fragrance  Around  the  room.  At  the  top  of  the  room, 
against  the  wall,  was  placed  a  small  marble  slab,  on  which 
stood  a  superb  china  jar,  nearly  filled  with  water ;  in  this, 
was  placed  a  branch  of  the  palm-tree,  the  bottom  of  which 
was  surrounded  by  sprigs  of  myrtle  and  pure  willows;  near 
the  jar,  was  placed  a  small  fillagree  box,  shut. 

The  roof  (if  such  it  might  be  called)  of  this  terrestrial 
Paradise,  was  decorated  in  a  most  singular  style.  From  the 
centre,  a  most  superb  roman  lamp  of  richly  chased  silver, 
hung  by  a  chain  of  the  same  metal ;  the  plate  or  pan  of  which, 
was  divided  into  seven  compartments,  in  each  of  which,  was 
a  light ;  large  bunches  of  grapes  fastened  by  their  stalks  to 
the  trellis,  hung  in  luxuriant  plenty  above  the  head ;  these 
were  interspersed  with  pomegranates,  pompions,  and  flowers ; 
all  the  genuine  production  of  nature,  nothing  artificial  was 
to  be  seen. 

In  the  middle  of  the  room,  a  large  table  covered  with  a 
rich  damask  cloth,  groaned  beneath  the  weight  of  the  finest 
autumnal  fruits;  waxen  tapers  in  massive  silver  candle- 
sticks, lent  their  refulgent  rays  to  illuminate  the  apartment ; 
and  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  were  placed,  wine,  a  silver 
cup,  and  some  curiously  shaped  loaves.  L^- 

Mrs.  Zachariah  rose  from  her  seat,  and  addressing  Eliza, 
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said,  "  Allow  me,  my  dear  Miss  Desbro,  to  welcome  you  to 
our  Tabernacle,  or,  if  1  may  express  myself  more  scripts 
rally,  our  booth" 

"  Say  rather,  your  fairy  land,  my  dear  Madam,"  relied 
her  delighted  guest ;  "  for  I  know  not  by  what  other  appel- 
lation to  distinguish  this  lovely  place,  But  is  this  a  general 
custom  ?  Are  the  houses  of  all  your  families  thus  appen- 
daged?" 

"All  whose  circumstances  will  admit  of  it,  or  whose 
dwellings  are  sufficiently  commodious,"  was  the  reply. 
"  From'the  indigent,  it  is  not  required  ;  their  poverty  ex- 
empts them  ;  and  the  use  of  the  palm- branch  and  myrtle  boughs 
are  deemed  equivalent.  But  to  such  as  have  been  blest 
with  a  more  than  moderate  share  of  wealth,  it  becomes 
indeed  a  duty :  can  we,  ought  we,  to  refuse  a  portion,  to 
celebrate  the  praise  of  HIM  whose  hand  hath  given  all  ?" 

The  fine  countenance  of  the  still  young  hostess,  beamed 
with  an  expression  almost  celestial,  as  she  pronounced  the 

last  words;  and  Eliza  thought,  thus  would  my   venerated 

Mr.  Howard  have  spoken. 

"  When  you  have  sufficiently  admired  all  that  you  think 

worth  admiration,"  said  Rebecca,  "  I  may  then  presume  to 

shew  the  mite  that  I  have  contributed  to  the  sanctuary." 
"What  is  that?"  said  our  heroine,  casting   her    eyes 

around  inquisitively. 
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Rebecca  pointed '  to  what  at  first  appeared  a  picture, 
in  a  handsome  gilt  frame,  hanging  over  the  marble  slab ; 
but  which,  on  examination,  proved  to  be  the  ten  command- 
ments, worked  in  print  work,  in  Hebrew  and  English. 

"  This  is  indeed  a  chefd'reuvre !  "  exclaimed  the  astonished 
spectatress ;  "  but  where  could  my  eyes  have  been  wandering 
to,  that  I  did  not  observe  this  excellent  piece  of  work." 

"  Indeed ! "  returned  Rebecca,  "  one  gains  very  little 
credit  by  the  execution  of  print  work,  for  the  better  it  is 
done,  the  more  it  appears  like  what  it  is  not ;  except  by  those 
who  are  accustomed  to  view  it." 

"  But  the  two  figures  who  are  holding  up  the  scroll,  they 
constitute  the  greatest  beauty  of  the  piece,"  said  Eliza ;  "  I 
should  suppose  they  were  intended  to  represent  Moses  and 
Aaron?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Rebecca,  expressing  at  the  same  time, 
her  satisfaction  at  the  proficiency  her  friend  seemed  to  have 
acquired  in  sacred  knowledge. 

"  I  hope,  my  dear  girl,"  said  she,  "  that  you  do  not  ima- 
gine all  scriptural  study  to  be  confined  to  your  seminaries, 
or  that  we  are  so  illiberal,  as  only  to  read  that  which  is  con- 
fined within  the  limits  of  our  own  faith?  Besides,  it  is 
absolutely  necessary,  for  Christians  to  read  the  Old  Testa- 
ment." 

Rebecca  felt  confused ;  the  colour  mounted  to  her  cheeks, 
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as  she  reflected  that  that  illiberally  of  sentiment,  was  but 
too  prevalent  amongst  the  members  of  her  own  nation;  many 
of  whom  considered  it  as  nearly  amounting  to  a  crime,  to 
acknowledge  the  having  read  the  Christian  laws. 

Their  conversation  was  here  interrupted,  by  the  entrance 
of  Mr.  Zachariah  and  his  sons,  accompanied  by  several  gen- 
tlemen, most  of  them  foreigners. 

A  new  and  interesting  scene,  now  presented  itself  to  Eliza ; 
the  boys  ran  up  to  their  mother,  and  bent  their  heads  to  re- 
ceive her  blessing.  Rebecca  approached  her  father  in  the 
same,  humble  attitude,  and  then  proceeded  towards  her 
mother.  This  genuine  effusion  of  piety  and  duty,  greatly 
affected  the  sensibility  of  our  heroine,  who  felt  the  truant 
tear  softly  gliding  down  her  cheek.  But  a  somewhat 
stronger  feeling  assailed  her,  as  she  noticed  the  extreme  agi- 
tation of  Mrs.  Zachariah, — an  agitation,  which  the  feelings  of 
maternal  sensibility  alone,  could  not  have  warranted. 

It  seemed  like  the  agonized  recollection  of  some  deeply 
rooted  sorrow.  Mr.  Zachariah  appeared  to  be'suffering  equally 
with  his  beloved  partner ;  but  manly  fortitude  made  a  vio- 
lent effort  to  shake  off  the  weakness,  and  presently  succeeded. 

Is  it  possible  that  such  people  can  be  unhappy  ?  thought 
Eliza,  so  pious,  so  good,  so  abundantly  blest  with  all  that 
can  render  life  desirable  ?  She  then  thought  of  her  uncle : 
he  was  also  good,  and  yet  he  had  passed  years  in  unavailing 


,-, 


OR,    THE     LOCKKT    WATCH.  29 

I 

regrets ; — how  was  this  to  be  reconciled  to  the  human  mind  ? 
Here  her  reflections  were  interrupted.  Mrs.  Zachariah 
having  taken  some  drops  and  water,  became  composed,  and 
the  master  of  the  mansion  had  began  the  prayers  that  were 
to  consecrate  this  little  Elysium. 

The  company  all  stood  up,  the  gentlemen  having  their 
heads  covered ;  the  wine,  the  bread,  and  the  fruit,  were 
separately  consecrated  ;  and  portions  of  each,  given  to  every 
individual. 

The  company  then  reseated  themselves,  and  the  evening 
passed  in  the  most  pleasing  hilarity. 

Eliza  derived  much  pleasure  from  the  conversation  of 
the  foreign  visitors ;  and  as  she  spoke  the  French  and 
Italian  languages  with  fluency,  and  possessed  rather  more 
than  a  superficial  knowledge  of  the  German,  she  was  able 
to  render  herself  equally  agreeable  to  them. 

When  the  young  ladies  retired  for  the  night,  Eliza  again 
expressed  the  satisfaction  which  her  evening's  amusement 
had  afforded  her,  and  her  gratitude  to  Rebecca  and  her 
parents  for  their  kind  thought,  in  having  made  her  a  par- 
ticipator in  so  much  pleasure. 

"  For  my  own  part,"  said  Rebecca,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "  I 
wish  the  holidays  were  over ;  the  revolving  year  brings  us 
but  little  pleasure ;  and  every  returning  festival,  adds  to  the 
poignancy  of  my  mother's  sorrows,  by  renewing  the  recol- 
lection of  our  poor,  lost  Sarah." 


30  FICTION  WITHOUT  ROMANCE; 

"  Has  then  your  mother  buried  a  favorite  child  ?  "  de- 
manded her  auditor. 

"Oh!  no,  would  to  Heaven  it  had  been  so;"  was  the 
reply,  "  but  my  unhappy  sister  lives  an  alien  from  her  parents 
and  her  God." 

Eliza  was  too  delicate  to  venture  another  question ;  but 
her  looks  plainly  indicated  her  wish  to  be  informed  of  more. 

"  The  tale  is  short,  but  it  is  painful," 

"  Let  us  not  speak  of  it  then,"  said  Eliza. 

"Oh!  yes,"  returned  her  companion,  "I  like  to  speak 
of  her,  but  I  never  have  an  opportunity ;  my  brothers  are 
too  young,  and  my  parents  have  forbidden  her  name  to  be 
mentioned  in  their  presence. 

I  will  not  enter  into  any  description  of  her  personal  charms, 
or  her  mental  endowments ;  it  is  enough  to  say,  that  she 
was  the  pride  of  all  who  knew  her.  Her  love  for  gaiety, 
often  led  my  parents  into  company,  when  their  inclinations 
would  rather  have  detained  them  at  home;  but  my  father 
(who  lives  but  for  his  children),  sacrificed  his  own  wishes  to 
our  pleasure ;  and  for  his  sake,  my  mother  did  the  same. 
Scarcely  a  week  past,  but  we  were  called  upon  to  go  to 
some  place  of  fashionable  resort.  We  were  one  evening  at 
a  ball,  when  a  gentleman,  of  very  prepossessing  appearance, 
requested  Sarah's  hand  for  the  evening;  and  though  most  of 
the  company  changed  partners,  he  would  not  relinquish  the 
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one  he  had  chosen.  By  what  means  he  became  acquainted 
with  our  address,  I  know  not ;  but  the  next  morning,  as  early 
as  decorum  would  permit,  he  called  to  enquire  after  his  fair 
partner.  My  father  was  out,  but  when  he  was  informed  of 
the  visit,  did  not  seem  at  all  pleased.  After  a  few  days,  Mr. 

called  again  ;  he  was  received  by  all,  but  my  sister, 

with  cool  politeness. 

In  no  wise  discouraged,  he  paid  a  third  visit;  when  my 
father  politely  but  candidly  told  him,  that  as  a  parent  who 
was  responsible  for  the  reputation  of  two  grown  up  daughters, 
he  could  not  possibly  sanction  the  visits  of  a  stranger,  and 
particularly,  where  the  difference  of  their  respective  tenets 

forbade  his  ever  becoming  otherwise.     Mr. took  his 

leave,  and  never  repeated  his  visit ;  but  from  that  moment, 
my  sister's  manner  underwent  a  total  change.  She  lost  her 
relish  for  society,  and  became  cold  and  reserved.  I  fre- 
quently surprised  her  in  tears,  but  she  refused  to  account  in 
the  most  distant  manner  for  her  emotion.  The  only  pleasure 
she  seemed  to  have,  was,  visiting  a  family,  at  no  very  great 
distance  from  home  ;  and  as  my  mother  was  well  acquainted 
with  them,  she  thought  the  change  would  tend  to  dissipate  her, 
but  too  apparent,  melancholy.  One  evening  she  went  as  usual 
alone,  and  having  staid  beyond  her  accustomed  hour,  my 
mother  sent  a  servant  to  fetch  her;  but  who  can  paint  the  horror 
and  consternation,  which  seized  us  all,  when  the  servant 
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returned  without  her,  and  said,  that  the  lady  was  quite  sur- 
prised at  our  sending  to  her  house,  as  she  had  not  been  there 
for  more  than  a  month.  Conviction  of  a  most  terrific  nature, 
now  took  possession  of  our  minds ;  there  was  hardly  a  doubt 

but  that  the  unhappy  fugitive  had  eloped  with To  have 

attempted  pursuit,  would  have  been  totally  useless,  as  we 
were  entirely  ignorant  of  the  road  they  had  taken :  an  ad- 
vertisement in  the  public  prints,  would  have  been  equally 
fruitless  and  imprudent,  as  it  would  have  given  publicity  to 
the  affair,  without  the  smallest  relief  to  our  minds.  My 
parents  were  for  a  long  time  inconsolable;  indeed,  the  effect 
it  had  upon  my  mother,  operated  so  powerfully  on  her  frame, 
that  for  several  weeks,  her  life  was  despaired  of;  but  Provi- 
dence, in  his  mercy,  thought  fit  to  restore  her  to  our  prayers. 
My  father's  constant  attention  to  business,  has  contributed 
in  a  great  measure  towards  restoring  bis  mind  to  tranquility ; 
but  though  time  has  blunted  the  keenness  of  our  affliction, 
yet  our  calamity  can  never  be  thought  of,  without  feelings 
of  the  deepest  sorrow.  My  mother  has  given  up  almost 
all  her  acquaintance,  except  a  few  old  friends,  and  never 
goes  into  public,  for  fear  of  meeting  her  poor,  misguided 
child. 

"  How  long  is  it  since  this  dreadful  occurrence  took  place  ?" 
demanded  Eliza. 

"  Nearly  two  years,"  sighed  the  weeping  Rebecca. 
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It  may  be  supposed,  that  our  heroine  did  not  refuse  her 
tribute  of  tears  to  the  melancholy  recital  she  had  just  heard. 
"  But  tell  me,  dear  Rebecca,"  said  she,  "  suppose  the  poor 
erring  girl  should  return  penitent,  would  not  your  father  re- 
ceive her  ? " 

"  Most  assuredly,"  replied  her  friend,  "  ours  is  not  the 
belief  that  teaches  us  to  spurn  the  penitent." 

"  Nor  is  ours/'  returned  Eliza  ;  "  no  doubt  but  you  have 
read  the  beautiful  parable  of  '  the  Prodigal  Son.'  But,  I 
do  think,"  continued  she,  "  that,  (independently  of  religious 
opinions,)  were  the  system  of  forgiveness  to  be  more  gene- 
rally adopted,  and  the  hand  of  sympathy  and  compassion  more 
frequently  held  out  to  the  '  back-sliding  daughter,'  we  should 
have  more  instances  of  the  redeeming  from  vice,  than  all  that 
a  society  for  its  suppression,  can  furnish  us  with;  at  least, 
such  was  the  opinion  of  my  dear  Mr.  Howard." 

The  young  ladies  now  wished  each  other  a  good  night ;  yet 
it  was  very  late,  ere  '  nature's  soft  nurse  would  steep  their 
senses  in  forgetfulness.' 

Next  morning  they  were  fated  to  suffer  a  disappointment, 
the  dirty  streets  and  fast-falling  rain,  but  too  plainly  told 

them  the  impossibility  of  visiting  the  '  House  of  Prayer.' 
"  Cannot  we  have  the  carriage  ?  "  said  Eliza  who  had 

promised  herself  a  great  treat  in  going  to  the  Synagogue. 
Rebecca,  smiling,  shook  her  head ;  "  In  conformity  to  the 
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rules  laid  down  to  us  for  the  observance  of  the  Sabbath  and 
festivals,  we  may  not  ride  on  those  days. 

Eliza  was  agreeably  surprised  to  see  the  breakfast  laid  out 
in  the  tabernacle ;  but  looking  about  her  to  observe  its  beauties 
by  daylight,  she  noticed  that  the  palm-branch  and  silver  box 
had  been  removed ;  this  she  mentioned  to  Rebecca,  "  You 
would  make  a  terrible  heroine  of  romance,"  said  that  lady, 
"  you  want  to  know  all  the  mystery  at  once  ;  to-morrow,  if 
it  be  fine,  you  shall  know  all  about  it." 

Mr.  Zachariah  and  his  sons  now  entered,  bearing  with 
them  the  subject  of  Eliza's  enquiry.  She  began  to  guess  the 
truth,  but  forbore  any  more  questions,  as  she  saw  her  friends' 
anxious  anticipation  of  the  pleasure  she  was  to  experience 
on  the  morrow,  and  she  was  too  grateful  for  their  attention, 
to  mar  their  expectations. 

The  next  morning,  the  weather  proving  propitious,  they 
all  sallied  forth,  and  Eliza  was  fully  gratified  with  all  she 
saw  and  heard.  But,  as  my  readers  have,  in  all  probability, 
seen  the  interior  of  a  Synagogue,  I  shall  forbear  to  intrude 
upon  their  patience,  by  a  description ;  only  observing,  that 
Eliza  was  fully  satisfied  in  seeing  the  palm-branch  and  box, 
(which  was  now  open,  and  contained  a  fine  green  citron,) 
laying  on  one  of  the  seats,  which  Rebecca  told  her  were  ap- 
propriated to  the  use  of  the  wardens,  one  of  whom,  her  father 
at  that  time  constituted. 
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The  next  day  brought  Mr.  Desbro  and  Mrs.  Wallace ; 
their  surprise  and  pleasure  were  almost  equal  to  Eliza's ;  and 
grateful  did  they  feel  to  the  amiable  family  who  had  contri- 
buted so  largely  to  the  information  as  well  as  pleasure  of  their 
beloved  girl.  They  all  evinced  much  regret  at  parting  with 
their  interesting  visitor,  especially  Rebecca,  who  earnestly 
begged  that  she  might  soon  again  be  indulged  with  Eliza's 
company. 

During  their  ride  home,  Mr.  Desbro  told  his  niece,  that 
Henry  had  been  at  Paddington,  to  inform  them  that  the  cele- 
brated modern  Roscius  was  to  play  Richard  on  Wednesday 
evening,  and  that  he  intended  to  procure  a  box.  Eliza  felt 
delighted  with  this  intelligence ;  she  had  read  Shakspear,  and 
had  often  wished  it  had  been  possible  to  witness  the  repre- 
sentation of  some  of  his  pieces.  It  was,  therefore,  natural 
that  she  should  expect  a  great  treat ;  and  she  looked  forward 
to  the  evening  with  an  ardour  almost  bordering  on  impa- 
tience ;  and  when  it  did  arrive,  it  answered  her  fullest 
expectation. 

Every  feeling  was  interested,  and  she  did  not  know  what 
part  of  the  entertainment  deserved  the  most  of  her  admira- 
tion ;  whether  the  tragedy  itself,  in  which  the  most  interesting 
events  of  british  history  had  been  perpetuated  by  the  greatest 
poet  of  his  time,  or  the  beautiful  manner  in  which  the  ideas 
of  the  poet  were  embodied  by  the  performers.  The  p 
VOL.  n.  D 


36  FICTION    WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

alone  would  have  satisfied  Eliza,  but  the  after  piece  of 
Giovanni  in  London,  delighted  her,  and  removed  the  sombre 
thoughts  which  some  of  the  scenes  in  Richard  gave  rise  to. 
She  was  charmed  with  the  syren  voice  and  graceful  naivete 
of  the  Vestris,  but  it  was  some  time  before  she  could  be  made 
to  believe  that  she  was  really  a  female.  That  part  of  the 
business  being  so  diametrically  opposite  to,  what  she  con- 
ceived, the  decorum  of  female  character. 

Her  delicacy  was  shocked,  to  see  a  woman  thus  unblushingly 
exhibit  herself  before  a  public  audience,  in  a  dress  which,  at 
least,  made  her  sex  appear  doubtful ;  indeed,  she  was  sur- 
prised to  see  that  an  English  audience  could  ever  be  brought 
to  tolerate  such  a  gross  breach  of  feminine  modesty ;  she 
knew  that  such  things  were  done  abroad ;  but  she  knew  also, 
that  however  worthy  and  respectable  our  continental  neigh- 
bours might  be  in  the  grand  line  of  conduct,  yet  they  cer- 
tainly are  not  so  particular  in  those  little  minutiae  which 
constitute  the  greatest  loveliness  of  woman.  Oh  !  thought 
Eliza,  how  disgusted  my  dear  grandpapa  would  have  been 
at  such  a  thing. 

The  party  separated  at  the  door  of  the  theatre,  with  a 
mutual  promise  of  meeting-  soon  again ;  this  promise  was 
fulfilled  early  in  the  following  week,  by  a  visit  from  the 
Morlands ;  and  the  play  became  the  subject  of  conversation. 
It  was  generally  allowed,  that  no  one,  since  the  time  of 
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Garrick,  had  ever  so  thoroughly  entered  into  the  author's 

meaning  as  K ,  and  indeed,  to  speak  in  general  terms, 

few  are  so  completely  master  of  their  art  as  he  is. 

"  What  a  lamentable  and  unaccountable  contradiction  it 
is,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace,  "  that  the  man  who  can  so  power- 
fully delineate  the  different  classes  of  human  character, 
should  chuse  one  of  the  worst  for  his  private  imitation,  and 
that  his  own  life  should  be  a  continual  scene  of  unbounded 
licentiousness." 

"  Pray  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Morland,  "  in  what  light  do 
you  consider  that  gentleman,  as  far  as  relates  to  yourself? " 

"  Oh  Sir,"  said  the  lady,  he  can  certainly  be  nothing 
more  to  me,  than  any  other  person  who  exercises  his  talent 
for  my  amusement." 

"  Well  then,"  continued  Mr.  Morland,  "  of  what  conse- 
quence can  the  private  pursuits  of  this  individual  possibly 
be  to  you.  When  we  are  about  to  form  an  acquaintance, 
it  is  our  bounden  duty  strictly  to  investigate  his  or  her  cha- 
racter in  every  point,  both  moral  and  physical ;  but  if  we 
were  to  scrutinize  the  actions  of  every  person  who  is  paid, 
or,  I  might  rather  say,  hired  to  amuse  us,  we  might  then 
make  up  our  minds  never  to  appear  in  public.  For  my 
own  part,  I  do  think,  that  if  the  whole  tribe  of  public 
exhibitors  were  strictly  examined,  there  would  not  be 
found  twenty  whose  reputation  could  pass  the  ordeal  of 
investigation." 
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"  And  yet,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  these  people  are  counte- 
nanced at  the  tables  of  the  great,  as  I  am  told." 

"  Not  very  generally,"  returned  Mr.  Morland  ;  I  must  not 
be  so  uncharitable  to  my  countrymen,  as  not  to  hope  that 
only  the  chosen  few  find  admittance  there." 

Our  heroine  now  modestly  ventured  her  opinion  on  the 
subject  of  the  masquerading  system."  "Aye,"  said  Mr.  Mor- 
land, that  indeed  is  another  part  of  speech  ;  where  the  eye 
of  the  chaste  female  is  really  often  offended  by  this  sort  of 
exhibition  ;  the  notice  of  which  would  not  be  wholly  unwor- 
thy the  animadversions  of  the  legislature,  (though  I  fear  it 
has  existed  too  long,  ever  to  be  abolished,)  but  to  interfere 
with  the  private  actions  of  an  individual,  is  really  not  worth 
the  trouble  of  any  one  who  is  not  personally  interested." 

This  conversation  might  have  continued  much  longer,  had 
not  the  stage,  in  which  their  places  were  taken,  called  for  the 
visitors,  who  bade  their  friends  adieu,  with  visible  regret. 

How  delightful  is  that  intercourse  where  argument  is 
founded  upon  the  basis  of  mutual  respect  and  esteem,  and 
the  subject  such  as  at  once  amuses  and  instructs.  Those 
of  my  readers  whose  opinions  may  not  exactly  coincide  with 
those  of  Eliza  and  Mrs  Wallace,  will  perhaps,  in  a  grum- 
bling sort  of  way,  ask  what  amusement  or  instruction  they 
are  to  derive  from  the  defamation  of  customs  which  have  been 
sanctioned  from  time  immemorial  ?  or  from  the  question- 
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ing  of  the  private  concerns  of  public  persons.  It  is,  because 
those  people  are,  ,by  their  publicity,  the  very  persons 
who  are  most  apt  to  become  the  subject  of  conversation  ; 
and  by  those  means,  draw  forth  the  sentiments  of  others, 
without  injury  to  themselves ;  whereas,  to  pry  into,  or  inter- 
fere with  the  affairs  of  the  more  retired  classes  of  society, 
would  be  uncharitable,  absurd,  and  often  productive  of 
much  mischief  to  all  parties.  But  it  was  seldom  that  either 
the  Desbro's  or  their  associates  indulged  in  anything  of  the 
kind.  The  name  of  scandal  was  sufficient  to  deter  them 
from  chusing  it  as  an  amusement;  and  nothing  but  the 
present  local  circumstances  could  have  induced  either,  to 
have  entered  on  a  subject  with  which  the  daily  prints  teem 
so  abundantly,  for  the  morning  recreation  of  those  who  have 
nothing  else  to  do  or  think  of. 

The  winter  now  advanced  with  rapid  strides,  to  the  no 
small  mortification  of  Eliza,  who  was  for  many  weeks 
unable  to  enjoy  that  air  and  exercise  to  which  she  had 
always  been  accustomed,  and  which  made  her  sensibly  feel 
the  difference  between  London  and  Devonshire. 

They  were  generally  visited  every  Sunday  by  Henry 
Cooper ;  sometimes  alone,  and  sometimes  accompanied  by 
James  Morland,  whose  attentions  to  our  heroine  became  too 
particular  to  be  misunderstood,  though  he  had  as  yet  made 
no  formal  declaration  of  his  sentiments. 


40  FICTION     WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

Mr.  Desbro  dreaded  the  time  when  that  might  happen ;  he 
watched  most  minutely,  every  turn  in  Eliza's  countenance 
while  Morland  was  speaking  to  her ;  but  her  manner  and 
look  were  so  strictly  consistent,  (for  she  always  possessed 
such  a  degree  of  self  command,)  that  even  her  uncle  himself 
was  puzzled  to  know  her  sentiments  respecting  him. 

With  regard  to  Henry,  it  was  totally  different,  when 
speaking  to  him  she  became  animated;  she  entered  into  what- 
ever subject  he  started,  with  ernestness  and  alacrity,  but 
without  any  of  that  embarassmeut  or  confusion  that  might 
have  led  to  a  suspicion  of  any  particular  feeling. 

Mr.  Desbro  considered  an  alliance  with  Mr.  Morland's 
family,  too  desirable  to  refuse,  if  once  proposed  to  him ;  he 
could  have  no  fears  in  uniting  Eliza  with  that  gentleman's  son; 
but  there  was  yet  two  grand  objects  to  consider ; — he  would 
not  sacrifice  his  child's  inclinations,  if  really  she  could  have 
shared  a  diadem  ;  and  the  illegitimacy  of  her  birth  might 
subject  him  to  much  vexation,  as  his  ideas  of  justice  would 
never  have  permitted  him  to  deceive  any  one,  even  for  the 
happiness  of  his  darling  niece. 

This  was  frequently  the  subject  of  much  conversation  be- 
tween him  and  Mrs.  Wallace ;  but  as  Eliza  was  very  young, 
and  nothing  of  the  kind  had  been  proposed,  there  was  still 
time  to  observe,  attentively,  the  sentiments  of  the  elder  Mr. 
Morland,  who,  (though  his  son,  was  entirely  independent  of 
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him  in  pecuniary  matters,)  was  yet  a  sufficiently  old  fashioned 
father  to  expect  obedience  in  the  more  serious  affairs  of  life  ; 
and  James  was  too  good  a  son  to  wish  to  disappoint  him  in 
that  particular. 

In  the  many  conversations  which  Mr.  Desbro  had  had 
with  Mr.  Morland,  he  fancied  he  could  discover  a  liberality 
of  disposition  rarely  to  be  met  with,  but  he  also  knew  enough 
of  the  world  to  be  able  to  judge  of  things  by  their  situations, 
or  by  the  analogy  they  bear  to  each  other. 

The  man  who  would  argue  in  the  affairs  of  another,  might 
think,  feel,  and  act  differently,  when  the  subject  in  question 
concerned  himself,  and  it  was  not  impossible  that  Mr  Morland 
would  do  the  same ;  but  that  was  to  be  known  hereafter. 

In  occasional  visits  to  the  Zachariahs  and  Morlands,  the 
formidable  winter  at  length  wore  away.  The  days  began  to 
lengthen, — the  regular  succession  of  shower  and  sunshine  be- 
gan to  dispute  their  claims  to  the  regeneration  of  Flora,  and 
every  coinciding  circumstance  announced  the  approach  of 
spring. 

Naturally  an  early  riser,  our  heroine  watched  (with  the 
most  sedulous  attention)  the  progress  of  her  little  garden, 
which  now  chiefly  consisted  in  some  choice  plants  her  uncle 
had  brought  with  him  from  Devonshire,  and  the  highly 
valued  myrtles  and  geraniums  which  filled  the  viranda ;  and 
as  their  opening  leaves,  seemed  to  repay  her  for  the  trouble  of 
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nursing  them  through  the  winter,  she  could  not  help  acknow- 
ledging, that  even  a  London  spring  is  not  without  its  charms. 

It  was  near  the  middle  of  April,  when  Eliza  was  one 
morning  expressing  her  surprise  at  the  length  of  time  that 
had  elapsed  since  she  had  seen  her  friends  from  St.  Helen's 
Place;  and  proposed  going  that  afternoon,  to  ascertain  the 
reason  of  their  long  absence ;  her  wish  was  acceded  to,  and 
dinner  ordered  an  hour  earlier  than  usual,  to  facilitate  her 
intentions.  They  had  just  risen  from  table,  when  the  well- 
known,  plain  carriage,  drove  up  to  the  door;  Rebecca  jumpt 
out,  and  presently  entered  the  parlour,  followed  by  a  servant 
with  two  large  paper  parcels. 

"  I  fear  you  must  think  I  had  forgotten  you,"  said  the 
amiable  girl,  embracing  first  Eliza,  and  then  Mrs.  Wallace ; 
and  holding  out  her  hand  to  uncle  Desbro,  as  she  facetiously 
called  him;  but  seeing  Eliza  was  about  to  speak,  she  inter- 
rupted her,  with  "  I  cannot  hear  a  word  from  any  one,  till 
I  have  delivered  my  credentials  in  a  proper,  ambassador- like 
manner."  She  then  took  the  parcels  from  the  servant,  and 
opening  them,  said,  "  I  have  brought  you,  by  way  of  peace- 
offering,  a  specimen  of  our  Passover  bread."  She  now  dis- 
played cakes  of  every  kind,  from  the  plain  unleavened  wafer, 
to  the  richest  confectionery.  "  These  will,  no  doubt,  account 
satisfactorily  for  my  seeming  neglect,"  continued  she,  "  and 
I  mean  now  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  by  paying  you  a  long 
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visit.  I  intend,  if  perfectly  agreeable,  to  remain  here  till  to- 
morrow, and  then  to  prove  that  my  mission  was  graciously 
received ;  I  am  to  take  Eliza  home  to  dinner.  But  my  mo- 
ther will  be  very  angry,  if  I  send  the  carriage  home  empty," 
said  she,  looking  at  Mrs.  Wallace. 

"  I  would  willingly  profit  by  your  kindness,"  said  that  lady, 
"  if  I  were  not  now  suffering  from  the  effects  of  a  severe 
cold,  and  it  would  be  too  late  before  1  could  get  home." 

"  But,  my  dear  Madam,"  returned  Rebecca,  "you  know 
there  is  a  bed  at  your  service,  without,  indeed,  you  mean  to 
send  me  back  again  ! "  sweetly  smiling  as  she  spoke. 

"  It  would  be  highly  improper  for  me  to  change  my  bed," 
returned  Mrs.  Wallace,  "  and  I  trust,  your  mother's  good- 
ness will  excuse  me.  Ah !  Miss  Zachariah,  age  and  infirmity 
are  ugly  appendages;  we  try,  in  vain,  to  shake  them  off; 
but  they  will  cling  to  us  in  spite  of  ourselves."  Eliza  sighed 
as  she  noticed  Mrs.  Wallace's  remark ;  and  Rebecca,  seeing 
she  could  not  gain  her  point,  was  forced  to  dismiss  the  car- 
riage, with  a  message  that  she  would  be  home  the  next  day 
by  dinner  time. 

The  evening  passed  delightfully ;  Rebecca  accompanied 
Eliza's  harp  with  her  voice ;  and  the  young  ladies  prevailed 
upon  Mr.  Desbro  to  sing.  He  sang  some  duets  alternately 
with  both ;  and  executed  them  with  much  taste  and  effect. 

The  next  morning  the  weather  was  so  fine,  that  it  was 
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finally  agreed  for  the  two  young  ladies  to  walk  through  the 
Park,  into  Regent  Street,  and  take  the  first  hack-chariot 
they  saw,  to  convey  them  home,  and  Mr.  Desbro  promised 
to  fetch  Eliza  in  the  evening. 

The  freshness  of  the  air,  the  elegance  of  the  equipages, 
and  the  gaiety  of  the  pedestrians,  hardly  allowed  them  any 
time  to  think  of  themselves  ;  and  observations  on  the  nume- 
rous passengers  supplied  the  place  of  more  interesting 
conversation,  till  suddenly  their  attention  was  arrested  by  a 
female,  who  was  walking,  or  rather  tottering,  towards  them. 
She  was  of  the  first  order  of  fine  forms,  tall  enough  to  be 
graceful,  without  appearing  awkward ;  her  dress,  which  was 
deep  mourning,  was  plain,  though  elegant ;  a  thick  crape 
veil  partially  concealed  her  features,  and  the  tout  ensemble 
bespoke  either  extreme  illness  or  deep  distress. 

Our  two  friends  felt  an  unaccountable  interest  in  the  ap- 
proaching stranger,  and  were  about  to  address  each  other 
on  the  subject,  when  the  lady  advanced  close  to  them,  and 
in  a  hollow  sepulchral  voice,  exclaimed,  "  Rebecca ! "  Miss 
Zachariah  started ;  and  looking  up,  her  eyes  at  that  moment 
encountered  those  of  the  stranger — and,  but  for  the  support- 
ing arm  of  Eliza,  she  would  have  dropped  upon  the  pave- 
ment, as  she  faintly  articulated  "  My  Sister !" 

Several  persons  had  collected  round  them,  when  a  genteel 
man  politely  invited  them  into  his  shop,  and  begged  to  know 
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if  he  could  be  of  any  assistance.  Eliza,  the  only  one  who 
could  speak,  requested  that  they  might  be  allowed  to  sit  down 
till  a  coach  could  be  procured.  He  kindly  invited  them  into 
a  back  parlour,  and  retired  to  send  his  man  for  the  desired 
vehicle. 

Rebecca  soon  vented  her  feelings  in  a  flood  of  tears  ;  but 
Sarah's  heart  seemed  bursting,  without  the  power  of  relief. 
She  had  sunk  on  her  knees,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  sister's 
garment. 

Eliza  had  so  far  succeeded  in  her  offices  of  friendship,  that 
by  the  time  the  coach  had  arrived,  Rebecca  was  sufficiently 
composed,  to  ask  where  they  should  order  it  ? 

"  To  my  uncle's,  surely,"  replied  the  thoughtful  girl,  "  be- 
neath his  roof,  your  sister  can  remain  securely,  till  you  settle 
what  is  to  be  done.  Rebecca  gratefully  pressed  her  lips  to 
Eliza's  cheek,  while  Sarah,  fixing  her  glassy  eyes  on  her 
face,  exclaimed,  "  May  God  bless  you,  whoever  you  are." 

After  remunerating  the  shopman,  and  politely  thanking 
the  master  for  the  trouble  they  had  caused  him,  they  assisted 
Sarah  into  the  coach,  and  supporting  her  between  them,  soon 
arrived  at  their  destination.  Eliza,  whose  presence  of  mind 
never  forsook  her,  looked  out  at  the  coach  window,  and  by 
smiles  and  nods,  intimated  that  they  had  not  been  sent  back 
in  consequence  of  any  accident ;  she  got  first  out  of  the 
coach,  and,  in  as  few  words  as  possible,  informed  her  uncle 
and  Mrs.  Wallace,  of  what  had  occurred. 
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The  stranger  was  received  with  the  greatest  hospitality, 
and  the  most  delicate  attention  manifested  towards  her ;  Mrs. 
"Wallace,  after  making  her  drink  some  warm  spiced  wine, 
recommended  her  laying  down,  to  try  and  get  some  rest, 
after  the  agitation  she  had  undergone.  This  was  gratefully 
complied  with,  and  Rebecca  retired  with  her  sister  to  Eliza's 
chamber. 

When  they  were  gone,  our  heroine  made  her  uncle  and 
governess  acquainted  with  what  the  reader  already  knows, 
and  received  the  highest  praise  from  them,  for  the  sacred 
manner  in  which  she  had  held  the  confidence  of  Miss 
Zachariah. 

In  about  half  an  hour,  that  young  lady  returned,  and  told 
them,  that  when  alone  with  her,  her  sister  had  wept  profusely, 
and  feeling  somewhat  relieved,  had  begged  to  be  left  by  her- 
self. "  And  now,  Sir,"  continued  Rebecca,  addressing  Mr. 
Desbro,  "  how  would  you  advise  us  to  proceed." 

"  My  plan,"  said  her  host,  kindly  taking  her  hand,  "  is 
this :  allow  me  to  go  immediately,  and  alone,  to  your  father, 
state  to  him  exactly  all  that  has  happened,  and  I  flatter  my- 
self, that  my  influence  may  do  much  towards  paving  the 
way  for  our  penitent  friend." 

"  And  will  you  indeed  be  so  kind,  so  very  kind  ?  "  said 
Rebecca,  fixing  her  tearful  eyes  on  his  face. 
"  The  pleasure  I  shall  feel,"  said  Mr,  Desbro,  "  in  the 
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execution  of  this  mission,  will  more  than  repay  the  little 
trouble  it  may  cost  me ;  and  I  feel  a  certain  something  here," 
laying  his  hand  on  his  breast,  "  which  tells  me  I  shall  not 
be  an  unsuccessful  messenger.  In  the  mean  time,  say  not  a 
word  to  your  sister,  as  the  suspense  she  will  feel,  is  too  much 
for  an  enfeebled  frame  like  hers  to  bear;  and  we  must  keep 
her  up  as  much  as  possible,  that  she  may  the  better  support 
the  meeting  with  her  parents." 

"  That  is  just  like  you,  my  dear  Uncle,"  said  Eliza,  ten- 
derly embracing  him,  "  thoughtful  for  every  one."  And 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  she  stole  softly  up  stairs, 
where  she  had  the  pleasure  of  finding  Sarah  fallen  into  a 
calm  slumber;  this  she  told  to  her  anxious  friend,  and  soon 
after,  Mr.  Desbro  set  out,  amidst  the  prayers  and  blessings 
of  the  whole  party. 

As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  Rebecca  repeated  to  her  attentive 
auditors,  nearly  all  that  her  sister  had  communicated  to  her. 
"  If  there  ever  was  a  true  penitent,"  said  she,"  my  poor  Sarah 
is  indeed  one;  she  has  declared  tome,  that  from  the  hour  she 
left  her  home,  she  has  never  known  peace,  nor  will  she  ever 
know  it  more:  the  recollection  of  her  apostacy  and  disobe- 
dience, has  planted  a  barbed  arrow  in  her  heart." 

"  Let  us  hope  otherwise,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace, 
"  Providence  is  all-merciful ;  she  is  now,  perhaps,  under  some 
apprehensions  with  regard  to  her  parents;  but  when  once 
assured  of  theirforgiveness,  her  serenity  will,  in  time,  return." 
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"  I  should  be  willing  to  think  the  same,  Madam,"  returned 
Rebecca,  "  if  her  health  were  less  impaired ;  but  in  the  state 
she  is,  returning  peace  will  be  eternal  rest : "  and  she  burst 
into  tears. 

A  total  silence  now  prevailed,  which,  after  some  time, 
was  broken  by  Sarah's  cough.  Rebecca  ran  up  stairs,  and 
soon  returned  with  her  sister  leaning  on  her  arm,  who  was 
placed  in  an  arm  chair  by  the  fire. 

Mrs.  Wallace  saw  with  regret,  that  Rebecca's  fears  were 
but  too  well  founded.  The  hollow  sunk  eye, — the  hectic  flush, 
which  sometimes  took  the  place  of  death-like  paleness, — the 
short  and  frequent  cough, — and  the^feeble,  emaciated  frame, — 
were  all  indicative  of  rapid  decline.  The  sufferer  was  the 
one  who  seemed  the  least  conscious  of  it. 

Every  one  seemed  desirous  to  avoid  any  conversation  that 
might  lead  to  the  subject  most  in  their  thoughts,  till  Sarah 
herself  began  it,  by  asking  Rebecca  if  she  had  in  any  way 
accounted  to  her  friends  for  the  addition  she  had  made  to 
their  little  circle. 

"We  know  sufficient,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  Mrs. 
Wallace,  "  to  deplore  your  situation,  and  do  all  we  can  to 
alleviate  it." 

"  Alas  !  my  dear  Madam,"  said  Sarah,  "  my  situation  can 
admit  of  very  little  solace;  the  restoration  to  my  parents, 
will  certainly  relieve  my  heart  of  half  its  woes.  But,  oh ! 
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Heaven  !  at  what  a  price  do  I  purchase  it  ? — eternal  sepa- 
ration from  my  husband !  " 

"  Your  husband ! "  exclaimed  they  all  at  once,  "  Is  he 
living?" 

Sarah  bowed  her  head  in  token  of  the  affirmative;  and  after 
a  short  pause,  continued  her  narration. — "  My  ingratitude 
and  disobedience  to  the  best  of  parents,  and  want  of  confi- 
dence in  the  most  affectionate  of  sisters,  were  alone  sufficient 
to  make  me  wretched,  after  the  first  moments  of  infatuation 
were  past;  but  the  consolation  that  is  afforded  to  the  gene- 
rality of  sufferers,  was  denied  to  me ;  for  I  was  cut  off  from 
the  comfort  of  religious  meditation  ;  yet  I  never  complained. 
He  for  whom  I  had  sinned,  treated  me  with  undeviating 
kindness  and  indulgence ;  and  my  only  wish  was,  to  resign 
a  life  which  to  me  was  a  continued  scene  of  misery.  I 
waited  patiently  for  the  time  appointed  by  my  Creator;  and 
hoped,  that  by  carefully  fulfilling  the  duties  of  wife  and 
mother,  I  might,  in  some  degree,  expiate  the  crime  of  having 
neglected  those  of  a  daughter. 

About  two  months  ago,  my  infant  died ;  and  my  grief  for 
her  loss  was  considerably  mitigated  by  reflecting  on  the 
certainty  of  her  being  beyond  the  reach  of  sorrow.  Par- 
ticular business  required  my  husband's  presence  in  France, 
.whither  he  went  as  soon  as  he  had  somewhat  recovered  from 
the  shock  he  had  sustained  ;  he  purposed  sending  for  me, 
if  he  found  it  necessary  to  make  a  long  stay. 
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This  morning  I  was  taking  my  usual,  solitary  walk ;  when, 
at  a  greater  distance  than  you  can  possibly  imagine,  I  beheld 
my  sister.  An  absence  of  two  years  had  not  estranged  her 
from  my  memory,  though  I  perceived  she  was  much  altered. 
I,  at  first,  hesitated  with  regard  to  speaking  to  her ;  I  dreaded 
a  repulse,  because  I  knew  I  deserved  it:  but  nature  pre- 
vailed. Parents,— friends,— religion  !— all  rushed  to  my 
mind  at  once:  my  Rebecca  received  me  with  her  accustomed 
affection:  and  now,  what  is  to  be  done  ?— To  return  whence 
I  came,  would  be,  to  sin  doubly  ;  but  what  can  clear  me  from 
the  foul  stain  of  ingratitude  to  one  whose  greatest  fault  has 
been,  his  preference  for  myself.  It  may  be  said,  it  is  a  pious 
fraud  ;  but  still  I  feel  it  is  a  fraud,  and  one  for  which  my 
conscience  will  never  cease  to  reproach  me." 

Here  she  paused,  seemingly  much  exhausted  by  the  exer- 
tion she  had  undergone.  Mrs.  Wallace  ordered  some  coffee, 
which  she  recommended  as  more  salutary  than  tea;  Sarah 
took  some,  and  to  please  her,  the  other  ladies  did  the 
same. 

Every  word  she  had  uttered,  sank  deep  into  the  minds  of 
her  companions ;  they  regarded  her  with  mingled  looks  of 
pity  and  admiration;  till  Mrs.  Wallace,  wiping  the  tears 
from  her  eyes,  was  the  first  to  break  silence.  "  You  must 
consider  this  meeting  with  your  sister,  my  dear  young  lady, 
as  not  merely  the  effect  of  chance,  but  of  the  peculiar  ordi- 
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nation  of  Providence;  and  the  act  which  you  are  about  to 
perform,  is  a  sacrifice  acceptable  at  the  throne  of  grace. 
Do  not  suffer  the  idea  of  injury  to  your  husband,  to  over- 
cloud the  returning  dawn  of  comfort  which  is  breaking  on 
you;  he  is  not  injured !  it  is  your  affection  that  misleads 
you;  if  fraud  has  been  committed,  it  was  by  him,  not  by  you. 
He  never  was  deceived.  Your  father,  with  the  candour 
and  honesty  of  a  gentleman,  told  him  frankly,  his  visits  were 
inadmissible,  still  he  repeated  them ;  he  clandestinely  forced 
himself  into  your  presence,  till  he  succeeded  in  stealing  you 
from  the  roof  of  your  natural  protectors,  and  that  too,  at  an 
age  when  you  were  not  yet  capable  of  judging  for  yourself. 
Was  that  honor  ?  was  that  love  ? " 

Sarah  rose  from  her  seat,  and  advancing  towards  Mrs. 
Wallace,  threw  her  arms  round  her  neck,  and  wept  in  silence 
on  her  bosom ;  while  Eliza  asked  Rebecca,  in  a  whisper,  if 
she  had  not  been  fortunate  in  having  such  a  preceptress  ? 
After  a  little  more  time  spent  in  pious  and  consolatory  ad- 
monitions, Mr.  Desbro  returned. 

The  smile  of  satisfaction  which  played  upon  his  features, 
showed  he  had  been  a  successful  petitioner,  while  his  eyes 
proved  that  he  had  not  been  a  disinterested  one.  He  advanced 
to  Sarah,  and  taking  both  her  hands,  said,  "  Allow  me,  my 
dear  Madam,  to  congratulate  you  on  the  success  of  my  mis- 
sion." She  looked  at  him  with  an  expression  in  which  sur- 

VOL.  II.  E 


52  FICTION  WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

prise,  doubt,  and  enquiry,  were  mutually  blended  ;  but  said 
nothing.  Mr.  Desbro  continued—"  As  the  intimate  friend 
of  your  father,  and  the  sincere  participator  in  your  griefs,  I 
ventured  to  wait  on  him  in  your  behalf,  and  to  take  on  my- 
self the  sublime  character  of  mediator  betwixt  an  erring 
child  and  a  (pardon  me  if  I  add)  justly  offended  parent.  I 
forbore  to  make  you  acquainted  with  my  intentions,  in  case 
my  success  might  not  have  equalled  my  wishes.  But  Mr. 
Zachariah  is  in  that,  as  in  every  thing  else,  just  and  pious. 
His  sense  of  right  triumphed  over  his  injuries,  and  his  affec- 
tion for  his  child,  subdued  his  long  cherished  anger  ;  need  I 
say  more, — his  arms — his  heart — and  his  house — are  open 
to  receive  you." 

The  emotions  with  which  this  intelligence  was  received, 
can  better  be  imagined  than  described ;  but  Sarah,  as  soon 
as  she  could  speak,  exclaimed,  "  my  mother !  Sir,  my 
dear  mother  !  will  she  too  forgive  me  ?  "  "  Ask  your  own 
heart,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  if  you  have  been  a  mother." 

This  was  sufficient ;  and  the  only  fears  now  were,  that 
the  variety  of  her  contending  emotions  would  be  more  than 
the  poor  penitent  could  bear. 

Mr.  Desbro  was  the  more  uneasy  at  this,  because  he  was 
anxious  to  relieve  the  suspense  of  the  parents,  who  were  now 
waiting  with  feverish  impatience  to  behold  their  long-lost 
daughter. 
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Soon,  however,  she  revived,  and  declared  herself  able  to 
go  home ;  when  Mr.  Desbro  requested  permission  to  re- 
commend to  Sarah  a  change  of  dress,  as  he  did  not  wish  her 
to  bear  any  thing  about  her  that  might  lead  to  a  revival  of 
past  recollections.  Eliza  said,  she  thought  one  of  her  gowns 
might  fit  Sarah,  and  she  directly  fetched  one,  which,  with  a 
little  contrivance,  she  managed  to  make  do  for  her.  Her 
mourning  bonnet  and  veil  were  laid  aside  for  a  leghorn 
hat  and  white  veil  of  Eliza's  ;  and  thus  equipped,  she  des- 
cended into  the  parlour,  where,  after  taking  a  most  affec- 
tionate leave  of  her  female  friends,  she  was  assisted  to 
the  coach  which  was  waiting,  followed  by  Rebecca  and  Mr. 
Desbro. 

This  remarkable  occurrence  furnished  conversation  for  our 
heroine  and  her  governess  for  the  remainder  of  the  evening, 
until  the  return  of  Mr.  Desbro ;  when  each  of  his  fair  inmates 
eagerly  enquired  what  had  passed  at  Mr.  Zachariah's  ? 

He  informed  them,  that  the -meeting  between  Miss  Zacha- 
riah,  (for  she  disclaimed  any  other  name)  and  her  parents, 
.  was  affecting  beyond  any  thing  he  could  describe ;  that  she 
had  retired  to  bed  before  he  left  them ;  and  a  physician  had 
been  sent  for,  but  that  from  the  extreme  agitation  her  spirits 
had  undergone,  he  found  it  impossible  to  give  any  opinion 
on  the  general  state  of  her  health,  till  a  night's  rest  had  in 
some  measure  calmed  the  irritation  of  her  nerves.  He  then 

E2 
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proceeded  to  deliver  the  kind  and  grateful  messages  with 
which  he  had  been  charged  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Zachariah,  who 
promised  to  make  their  acknowledgments  in  person,  as 
soon  as  the  tumult  of  their  feelings  had  subsided. 

Mrs.  Wallace  waited  not  for  that ;  anxious  for  the  fate 
of  a  young  person,  whose  manners  were  more  than  com- 
monly prepossessing,  and  whose  misfortunes  originated 
more  from  the  advantage  taken  of  her  susceptibility  than 
from  any  evil  propensity  of  her  own,  she  went  into  the  city 
on  the  following  day,  to  pass  a  few  hours  with  the  family, 
every  action  of  whom  called  forth  her  increasing  admiration 
and  respect. 

She  was  received  by  them  as  she  wished  and  expected  ; 
no  violent  exclamations,  no  set  speeches  of  gratitude  and 
obligation  offended  her  delicacy ;  looks,  more  than  words, 
spoke  the  effusions  of  the  parents'  hearts. 

After  a  little  conversation,  Mrs.  Wallace  requested  to  see 
her  young  friend  ;  and  was  shewn  into  Sarah's  apartment : 
but  how  was  she  shocked  on  beholding  the  change  which 
a  single  day  had  effected  ;  Sarah  was  evidently  weaker, 
and  the  efforts  she  made  to  talk  and  appear  cheerful,  only 
served  to  render  her  debility  the  more  obvious. 

"  I  shall  lose  her  now,"  said  the  afflicted  mother,  as  they 
again  entered  the  parlour ;  then,  after  a  pause,  she  continued, 
"Oh!  Father  of  Mercies,  pardon  the  waywardness  of  thy 
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servant ;  how  often  in  my  affliction  have  I  said,  let  me  but 
once  more  see  my  child,  and  see  her  penitent ;  let  me  but 
see  her  contrite  and  humbled,  and  I  will  resign  her  without 
a  murmur ;  I  will  give  her  to  thee  with  tears,  but  they  shall 
be  tears  of  gratitude.  And  now,  that  my  prayers  are  heard, 
now  that  her  offence  is  being  expiated,  and  her  sufferings 
here  are  but  preparing  her  for  pardon  in  eternity,  I  have 
dared  to  repine !  Oh  folly  !  folly !  I  am  unworthy  the  bless- 
ings I  possess." 

Mrs.  Wallace's  pious  and  cheering  discourse,  gave  much 
comfort  to  her  friend,  who  would  not  part  with  her,  without 
a  promise  that  she  or  Eliza  would  every  day  spend  some 
time  with  them,  till  Sarah  should  be  restored  to  health  or 
released  from  suffering. 

This  promise  was  given  and  punctually  fulfilled ;  but  it 
was  not  long  required  ;  six  weeks  terminated  Sarah's  trials, 
and  she  departed  in  peace  with  herself  and  all  around  her. 

The  day  on  which  Sarah  died,  was  the  one  on  which  Eliza 
was  to  pay  the  accustomed  vfeit;  and  though,  from  the 
accounts  which  Mrs.  Wallace  had  given  her  the  day  before, 
she  did  not  expect  to  find  her  much  better,  she  was  never- 
theless shocked  at  seeing  the  house  closed. 

She  found  Rebecca  alone  in  the  parlour,  who  was  much 
pleased  that  she  had  come,  "  Not "  said  the  sorrowful  girl, 
"  but  that  I  sincerely  love  your  good  governess ;  but  at  thi* 
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moment,  I  feel  more  at  ease  with  a  companion  of  my  own 
age  and  temper.  My  mother  is  in  her  room,  where  she 
wishes  to  remain  a  few  hours  uninterrupted,  while  she  can. 
Our  customs  oblige  us  to  remain  at  home  for  seven  days 
after  the  funeral,  during  which,  we  receive  visits  of  condo- 
lence from  our  friends  and  acquaintance;  and  we  cannot 
deviate  from  a 'rule  so  universally  established,  without  in- 
curring the  imputation  of  pride  and  affectation ;  or,  how 
willingly  would  I  devote  these  few  days  to  the  memory  of 
my  departed  sister,  in  total  seclusion," 

Eliza  then  enquired  after  Mr.  Zachariah? 

"  My  Father,"  said  Rebecca,  "  is  well  in  health;  he  is 

in  the  drawing  room,  giving  orders  for" here  her  voice 

faltered  and  she  stopped. 

Eliza  thinking  it  best  to  end  this  melancholy  business  at 
once,  begged  to  be  permitted  to  see  the  remains  of  her 
departed  friend. 

Rebecca  coloured  and  sighed;  she  was  about  making 
some  reply,  when  Eliza  hastily  interrupted  her.  "  If  my 
request  is  improper  or  ill  timed,  do  not  hesitate,  my  dear, 
in  saying  it ;  rather  let  me  apologise  for  the  ignorance 
that  may  have  caused  you  this  momentary  embarrassment." 

Rebecca  embracing  her  with  affection,  said,  "  Ah  !  Eliza, 
how  painful  is  it  to  be  bound  by  custom  to  things  which  oui 
better  judgment  disapproves.  It  is  true,  my  love,  that 
dare  not  let  you  gaze  upon  that  poor  piece  of  clay,  which, 
when  animated,  knew  no  greater  pleasure  than  in  seeing 
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you  ;  tut  do  not  misconstrue  the  meaning  of  my  words ;  'tis 
not  for  your  sake  only,  but  it  is  generally  disapproved,  and 
I  would  not  subject  myself  to  the  remarks  that  the  attend- 
ants might  chuse  to  make/' 

Eliza  acquiesced  in  her  friend's  reasoning,  and  the  subject 
was  dropped. 

After  passing  two  hours  together,  Eliza  signified  her  wish 
to  return  home,  as  she  feared  her  presence  might  be  some 
restraint.  Rebecca  parted  from  her  with  much  reluctance, 
although  she  felt  the  propriety  of  Eliza's  going ;  a  servant 
was  therefore  sent  to  see  her  safe  to  the  stage. 

On  her  arrival  at  home,  she  found  a  letter  from  Devon- 
shire ;  it  came  enclosed  in  one  to  Mr.  Desbro,  informing  him 
that  Greenwood  Cottage  was  let ;  and  though  the  new  tenant 
had  refused  to  purchase  the  lease,  yet  there  was  no  fear  of 
its  being  any  longer  an  encumbrance  to  its  former  possessor. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  wrote  in  the  most  friendly  style  possible ; 
spoke  of  the  improvement  of  the  little  Juliana ;  and  con- 
cluded, by  saying  that  she  hoped  her  godmother  would  come 
in  the  course  of  the  summer  to  see  her. 

Eliza  who  felt  much  depressed  with  the  events  of  the  day, 
and  fatigued  with  her  excursion,  requested  permission  to 
retire  early.  This  was  granted ;  and  when  she  had  with- 
drawn, Mrs.  Wallace  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  innate  satisfac- 
tion, "  How  truly  did  my  brother  speak  when  he  said  this 
dear  girl  would  one  day  repay  us  for  our  cares." 
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"  He  did  indeed,  Madam,"  answered  Mr.  Desbro,  "  but 
without  such  a  guide  as  you,  good  as  she  is,  some  noxious 
weed  might  have  sprang  within  her  bosom  and  blighted  the 
fairness  of  the  flower. — For  your  care  I  can  never  be  suffi- 
ciently grateful." 

A.  pause  of  some  minutes  now  ensued ;  it  was  at  length 
broken  by  Mrs.  Wallace.  "  Eliza  no  longer  requires  a 
governess." 

"  Madam, — Mrs.  "Wallace," — exclaimed  Mr.  Desbro,  re- 
garding- her  with  looks  of  astonishment. 

Mrs.  Wallace  smiled  at  his  earnestness.  "  Let  us,  my  dear 
Sir,"  said  she  "  thoroughly  understand  each  other;  when  I 
say  she  no  longer  needs  a  governess ;  I  do  not  infer  from  that, 
that  I  wish  to  leave  her ;  but  if  you  really  fancy  there  is  any 
thing  due  to  me  on  the  score  of  gratitude,  you  will,  I  trust, 
oblige  me  so  far  as  to  allow  me  to  name  the  means  by  which 
it  may  be  cancelled." 

"  Most  certainly,  Madam,  if  those  means  come  within  the 
limits  of  my  capability." 

"  At  the  time,"  continued  Mrs.  Wallace,  "when  I  en- 
tered on  the  enviable  task  of  forming  the  mind  of  your 
amiable  niece,  I  gladly  accepted  the  handsome  salary  which 
you  so  liberally  appointed  me.  Indeed,  it  would  then  have 
been  an  unpardonable  affectation  to  have  refused  it.  But 
now  it  is  otherwise ;  Eliza  has  no  occasion  for  further  in- 
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struction  ;  the  bequest  of  my  beloved  brother,  though  com- 
paratively small,  is  fully  sufficient  for  all  my  wants.  Suffer 
me  then,  from  the  time  of  our  arrival  in  London,  to  resign 
it,  and  continue  my  residence  with  you  as  a  friend.  The 
management  of  your  little  establishment  will  furnish  me 
with  amusement,  and  relieve  my  mind  from  the  sense  of 
obligation  for  the  asylum  your  roof  affords  me ;  while  the 
pleasure  of  your  society  and  that  of  my  sweet  pupil,  for  so 
I  shall  ever  call  her,  will  smooth  my  passage  to  that  grave 
from  which  I  ought  to  consider  myself  not  far  distant." 

Mr.  Desbro  continued  silent  for  some  time  after  Mrs. 
Wallace  had  ceased  speaking.  "  In  what  way,  Madam," 
said  he  at  length,  "  can  I  answer  you  ? — To  say  you  sur- 
prise me,  would  be  to  utter  falsehood  ;  as  I  know  you  to  be 
capable  of  everything  that  is  noble;  nothing  generous  or 
magnanimous  on  your  part  could  in  the  least  astonish  me  ; 
but  I  regret  that  by  so  easily  acceding  to  your  proposition* 
I  have  put  it  out  of  my  own  power  to  pronounce  a  negative. 
Be  it  then  as  you  say,  and  suffer  me,  by  the  most  unremit- 
ting attention  to  your  health  and  comforts,  to  try  and  prolong 
those  days,  to  which  a  life  like  yours  adds  glory  and  lustre. 

Mrs.  Wallace  was  too  much  affected  to  speak ;  she  ex- 
tended her  hand,  which  Mr.  Desbro  respectfully  pressed  to 
his  lips ;  and  after  a  few  minutes  conversation  on  indifferent 
subjects,  they  separated  for  the  night. 
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Part  of  the  next  day  was  appropriated  by  Eliza  to  writ- 
ing ;  she  answered  Mrs.  Hamilton's  letters  in  every  parti- 
cular, and  mentioned  every  one  she  had  known,  separately, 
and  with  kindness ;  nor  was  even  the  son  of  farmer  Jameson 
(who  had  been  retained  at  the  rectory  by  Mr.  Hamilton,) 
forgotten. 

That  finished,  she  began  writing  to  Jessy  Morland,  who 
she  feared  would  feel  herself  neglected,  from  the  length  of 
time  that  had  elapsed  since  she  had  been  able  to  go  to  her ; 
and  what  was  more  extraordinary,  Henry  Cooper  had  not 
been  at  Paddington  last  Sunday.  Her  time  had  been  so 
entirely  taken  up  with  the  Zachariahs  that  she  had  not  given 
herself  time  to  think  of  anything  but  them.  She  was  busied  in 
forming  various  conjectures,  when  Mrs.  Wallace,  entering 
her  room,  told  her,  Mr.  James  Morland  was  below,  but  that 
she  need  not  disturb  herself,  as  he  was  in  deep  conversation 
with  her  uncle,  and  did  not  seem  to  be  in  any  hurry  to  go. 
Eliza  asked  Mrs.  Wallace  whether  she  thought  it  would  be 
at  all  improper  to  entrust  Mr.  Morland  with  a  letter  to  his 
sister  ? 

"  Do  you  think  yourself  on  terms  of  sufficient  intimacy 
with  him,  to  take  that  liberty  ? "  enquired  Mrs.  Wallace. 

Eliza  hesitated  ;  and  her  friend  continued — "  The  situa- 
tion in  which  a  young  female  stands,  with  regard  to  the  male 
sex,  is  so  delicately  intricate,  that  it  can  only  be  compared 
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to  a  finely  wrought  web,  of  which  one  loop  imperfectly 
finished,  lessens  the  value  of,  if  not  totally  spoils,  the  whole. 
Men  are  apt  to  construe  things  more  as  they  wish  them  than 
as  they  are  meant ;  and  the  mere  taking  of  a  letter,  trifling  as 
it  is,  would  lead  a  gentleman  to  suppose  himself  very  highly 
considered  by  the  lady  who  makes  the  request." 

"  Do  you  suppose  Mr.  Morland  that  kind  of  man?"  said 
Eliza. 

"  We  are  not,  my  love,  permitted  to  judge  individually, 
except  under  very  peculiar  circumstances  ;  the  woman  who 
would  preserve  her  reputation  unsullied,  must  form  her 
opinions  generally.  But  Mr.  Morland,  above  all,  is  the  last 
person  from  whom  I  could  approve  of  your  asking  a  favour." 

"  May  I  ask  your  reason,  dear  Madam,  for  thus  particu- 
larizing that  gentleman  ? "  again  interrogated  Eliza. 

"  I  cannot  give  them  to  you  now,  my  love,  as  my  presence 
is  required  below ;  however  let  me  recommend  you  to  send 
your  letter  to  the  post  office ; "  Mrs.  Wallace  now  quitted 
the  apartment. 

When  alone,  Eliza  was  more  than  ever  bewildered  ;  what 
Mrs.  Wallace  could  mean  was  mysterious  and  incompre- 
hensible. She  had  never  been  so  particular  with  regard  to 
Henry  ;  he  had  done  her  many  little  favours  both  before  she 
had  come  to  London  and  since  ;  and  they  had  never  been 
disapproved :  to  be  sure,  Henry  was  an  acquaintance  of  o  der 
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date,  and  Henry  was  certainly  a  being  of  superior  cast. 
Here  she  sighed  and  wished  she  knew  not  what.  She 
thought  of  her  mother's  unhappy  fate,  and  felt  the  propriety 
of  Mrs.  Wallace's  cautious  admonitions.  She  folded  her 
letters,  and  after  giving  them  to  the  care  of  the  servant,  to 
be  taken  to  the  post  office,  descended  into  the  parlour,  where 
she  found  the  family  assembled  for  dinner,  and  Mr.  Mor- 
land  preparing  to  make  one  of  the  party. 

He  seemed  delighted  to  see  her ;  but  was  as  usual  very 
serious ;  this  was  the  only  thing  about  James  Morland 
that  could  be  called  deceptive ;  it  was  hardly  possible  to 
know  when  he  was  pleased  or  when  otherwise,  as  his  natural, 
or  habitual,  seriousness  made  his  countenance  always  appear 
the  same. 

To  her  enquiries  after  his  father  and  sister,  he  answered 
in  the  most  obliging  manner;  but  when  with  encreased 
earnestness  she  expressed  her  surprise  at  Henry's  not  having 
called  with  his  usual  punctuality,  his  colour  heightened  ;  but 
forcing  a  smile,  he  said,  "  I  am  not  the  confident  of  all  Mr. 
Cooper's  engagements." 

"  Was  he  out  on  Sunday  ? "  again  demanded  Eliza. 

"  I  cannot  say,  Madam,  as  I  did  not  pass  the  whole  day 
at  my  father's." 

The  conversation  then  took  another  turn ;  nor  was  that 
snbject  renewed  throughout  the  day. 
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When  Mr.  Morland  rose  to  take  leave,  he  asked  Eliza  if 
she  had  any  commands  with  which  she  could  honor  him  ? 
She  thanked  him,  and  said  she  had  but  that  day  sent  a  letter 
to  his  sister. 

"That  is  a  pity,"  returned  he,  "as  I  should  have  thought 
myself  honored  by  being  the  bearer  of  your  letter,  and  I 
think  Jessy  would  have  been  better  pleased  to  have  received 
it  from  my  hands." 

Eliza  again  thanked  him,  and  said,  some  other  time  she 
might  perhaps  take  the  liberty  of  troubling  him. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Morland  was  gone,  Mr.  Desbro  told 
Eliza  that  it  was  to  her  he  was  indebted  for  that  gentleman's 
visit.  She  looked  much  surprised;  but  her  uncle  continued — 
"Mr.  Morland  has  seen  sufficient  of  you,  my  love,  to 
enable  him  to  form  the  most  favorable  opinion  of  your  manner 
and  disposition ;  and  he  came,  fully  sanctioned  by  his  father, 
to  ask  my  permission  to  visit  you, — on  what  terms  —I  leave 
you  to  guess." 

"  And  have  you  given  him  that  permission,  Sir,  ?  "  said 
Eliza,  without  raising  her  eyes. 

"  Most  certainly  not,  without  first  consulting  you,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Desbro;"  I  should  wish  to  know  if  you  think  him 
agreeable  ? " 

"  I  have  made  so  few  acquaintances  Sir,  said  Eliza,  "  that 
I  hardly  feel  competent  to  form  an  opinion." 
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"  But  of  the  few  you  have  seen  ?"  returned  her  uncle. 

"  Indeed  Sir,  said  she,  I  have  never  yet  thought  upon  the 
subject.  Happy  under  your  protection  and  that  of  my  dear 
Mrs.  Wallace,  I  have  not  a  wish  beyond." 

"  Nor  do  I  wish  you  should  at  this  moment,"  continued 
Mr.  Desbro ;  "  you  are  yet  young ;  you  still  want  two 
months  to  complete  your  eighteenth  year.  I  am  certainly 
not  old,  yet  I  should  feel  the  most  important  part  of  my 
duty  unperformed,  if  I  were  to  neglect  seeing  you  happily 
and  respectably  provided  for,  before  I  should  be  called  upon 
to  leave  you." 

"  Far,  far  distant  be  that  period,"  said  Eliza,  her  eyes 
filling  with  tears. 

"  For  your  sake,  I  say  so  too,  my  child  ;  but  we  are 
speaking  upon  supposition.  I  do  not  wish  by  any  means  to 
force  your  inclinations  or  to  bias  them  ;  but  there  is  that  in 
James  Morland  which  is  rarely  united  in  one  person ;  a 
pleasing  exterior,  gentlemanly  manners,  and  an  uncorrupted 
heart." 

"  'Tis  a  pity  some  of  Mr.  Morland's  friends  were  not 
here,  to  hear  your  encomiums,"  said  Eliza,  laughing, 
"  indeed  uncle,  you  would  make  an  excellent  panegyrist." 

"  To  the  two  first  I  am  very  willing  to  subscribe,  said 
Mrs.  Wallace ;  but  do  you  really  think,  Sir,  that  you  can 
prove  the  latter  part  of  your  commendation  ? " 
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"  You  cannot,  Madam,  for  a  moment  suppose  it  possible, 
that  I  could  think  of  entrusting  the  happiness  of  this  dear  girl 
to  the  guardianship  of  a  man  of  whose  principles  I  was  doubt- 
ful," said  Mr.  Desbro,  with  an  unusual  sternness  of  coun- 
tenance. 

"  Not  intentionally,  I  am  certain,"  returned  Mrs.  Wal- 
lace ;  "  But  it  is  sometimes  difficult  to  know  the  human 
heart." —  She  paused,  fearing  she  had  said  too  much,  as 
Mr.  Desbro  had  risen  from  his  chair,  and  was  pacing  the 
room  with  quick,  uneven  steps." 

He  suddenly  stopt>  and  advancing  to  Mrs.  Wallace,  said, 
*'  How  every  word  and  action  of  yours,  my  dearest  Madam, 
increase  the  respect  and  admiration  which  I  bear  you,  and 
make  you  resemble  that  dear  friend  who  is  ever  present  to 
my  memory.  Fear  not  Madam,  dear  bought  experience 
has  taught  me  the  folly  as  well  as  danger  of  judging  too 
hastily ;  the  one  fatal  catastrophe  that  embittered  the  best 
years  of  my  existence,  has  made  me  chary  ;  though,  I  hope, 
not  suspicious." 

He  then  told  his  niece,  that  to  spare  her  delicacy,  he  had 
given  Mr.  Morland  to  understand,  he  should  not  inform  his 
niece  of  anything  that  had  passed  for  the  present ;  but  recom- 
mended her  to  be  observant  of  his  manner,  and  endeavour 
to  judge  favorably,  that  by  enabling  herself  to  receive  his 
attentions,  she  might  prevent  the  intrusion  of  suitors  less  un- 
exceptionable. 
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During  the  time  that  James  Morland  was  preferring  his 
suit  to  Mr.  Desbro,  that  gentleman's  feelings  were  not  in  the 
most  enviable  state.  He  saw  in  the  man  before  him,  all  he 
could  wish,  and  even  more  than  he  could  expect,  in  a  hus- 
band for  Eliza ;  but  the  unfortunate  circumstances  of  her 
birth  weighed  heavily  upon  his  mind ;  and  he  was  glad  of  an 
excuse  that  would  give  him  a  plausible  pretext,  for  deferring 
his  [final  answer.  He  urged  her  extreme  youth ;  but  this 
Mr.  Morland  opposed  in  an  elegant  compliment  to  the  object 
of  their  discourse.  "  Miss  Desbro's  understanding  and  judg- 
ment," said  he,  "  so  far  surpass  her  years,  as  only  to  make 
the  loveliness  of  her  youth  the  more  desirable."  Mr.  Des- 
bro then  declared  his  determination,  never  to  dispose  of  his 
niece's  hand  without  her  own  free  consent  and  approbation. 
With  this,  Morland  seemed  perfectly  to  accord  ;  but  how  was 
he  ever  to  possess  her  esteem,  unless  permitted  to  try  the 
usual  methods  of  obtaining  it  ? 

"  When  I  have  had  a  few  minutes  conversation  with  your 
father  on  the  subject,  I  shall  be  able  to  speak  more  decisively,'' 
said  Mr.  Desbro. 

"  Be  assured,  Sir,  returned  Morland,  "  that  my  father  is 
fully  apprized  of  my  intentions;  he  admires  Miss  Desbro  as 
much  as  is  possible,  and  it  is  with  his  entire  approbation  that 
I  have  waited  upon  you." 

"  There  are  still  some  few  preliminaries  which  I  should 
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wish  to  submit  to  him  ;"  again  interposed  Mr.  Desbro,  "  I 
think  it  an  unpardonable  crime  in  parents  and  guardians, 
to  suffer  the  affections  of  young  people  to  become  irre- 
trievably engaged,  and  then  find  out  obstacles  which  entai* 
everlasting  misery  on  all  parties,  and  which  but  a  moment's 
forethought,  might  have  prevented.  Should  your  father's 
sentiments  change  after  my  interview  with  him,  I  should 
consider  myself  culpable  in  longer  permitting  your  visits ;  as 
I  should  then  be  cruelly  sporting  with  your  feelings ;  but 
should  our  meeting  be  productive  of  the  result  we  hope  for, 
I  should  be  happy  to  use  my  influence  in  promoting  your 
success  with  Eliza,  to  whom  I  shall,  at  present,  be  [silent  on 
the  subject." 

"Oh!  Sir,"  said  Morland,  pressing  Mr.  Desbro's  hand 
as  he  spoke,  "how  many  awful  instances  of  domestic 
wretchedness  might  be  spared,  if  all  men  thought  and  spoke 
like  you."  Nothing  more  was  said,  except  Mr.  Morland 
begging  Mr.  Desbro  to  lose  no  time  in  communicating  his 
sentiments  to  his  father.  This  was  promised ;  and  they  then 
went  into  the  parlour  as  has  been  already  related. 

On  the  following  Sunday,  Mr.  Cooper  made  his  appear- 
ance. "  I  have  brought  my  passport  with  me,"  said  he, 
presenting  a  letter  to  Eliza,  "  for  I  feared  I  should  not  gain 
admittance  without  it."  Your  fears  were  well  founded," 
she  smilingly  retorted,  "  and  unless  you  can  give  a  good 

VOL.  II.  F 
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account  of  yourself,  you  may  perhaps  repent  having  been 
let  in ;  for  we  are  all  prepared  to  lecture  you." 

"  Then  pray,  let  your  lecture  be  the  last,"  said  Henry, 
"  that  the  impression  of  your  words  may  have  nothing  to 
efface  the  remembrance  of  them." 

"  Oh !  you  have  nothing  to  fear  from  me,"  said  Eliza, 
holding  up  the  letter,  "  I  have  accepted  your  flag  of  truce; 
so  it  is  not  likely  I  should  break  the  treaty."  And  without 
waiting  for  an  answer,  she  retired  to  see  what  Jessy  had  writ- 
ten to  her. 

She  was  not  much  pleased  with  the  letter,  as  it  was  nearly 
filled  with  the  praises  of  young  Morland.  It  is  true,  this  might 
be  excusable  in  a  sister ;  and  perhaps  if  nothing  had  been  said 
respecting  that  gentleman,  it  might  have  passed,  unnoticed  ; 
but  why  should  Jessy  have  written  to  her  in  this  style,  unless 
her  brother  had  led  her  to  suppose  he  was  an  accepted  lover 
of  Eliza's  ?  She,  however,  laid  the  letter  by,  and  passed  the 
evening  in  that  delightful  harmony  of  spirits  which  she  never 
failed  to  enjoy  when  their  domestic  circle  was  enlivened  by 
the  presence  of  Henry  Cooper. 

The  moment  she  was  at  liberty,  she  showed  Miss  Mor- 
land's  letter  to  Mrs.  Wallace. — That  lady  read  it  attentively, 
and,  returning  it  with  a  smile,  said,  "  Now,  Eliza,  do  you  think 
I  was  wrong  when  T  objected  to  your  sending  your  letter  by 
Mr.  Morland  ?  I  was  aware  of  the  purpose  of  his  visit,  and  on 
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that  account  wished  you  to  be  doubly  circumspect.  For  my 
own  part,  I  do  not  see  anything  displeasing  in  Jessy's  letter ; 
the  volatility  of  her  spirits  is  so  excessive,  that  she  writes 
what  she  feels,  without  thinking  on  the  effect  it  may  have. 
It  is  plain  she  loves  you,  and  would,  I  dare  say,  be  happy 
to  have  you  for  a  sister;  it  is  for  this  reason  that  she  has  en- 
deavoured to  paint  her  brother's  perfections  in  such  glowing 
colours ;  but  T  will  iiot  for  a  moment  suppose  that  he  was 
accessary  to  any  thing  she  wrote;  indeed,  I  should  hope  Mr. 
Morland  superior  to  such  duplicity."  Eliza  hoped  so  too, 
and  the  subject  was  dropped. 

The  fact  was,  that  Jessy  had  so  entirely  entered  into  her 
father's  views  with  respect  to  Henry,  that  the  consumma- 
tion of  them  had  now  become  necessary  to  her  happiness ; 
but  though  his  conduct  towards  her  was  invariably  kind  and 
friendly,  he  had  never  paid  her  any  of  those  attentions  which 
she  thought  requisite  from  a  lover  ;  and,  generously  giving 
Eliza  all  the  credit  due  to  her  superior  qualities,  she  threw 
into  the  scale  the  look  of  admiration  and  pleasure  which 
Henry's  countenance  assumed  while  addressing  Miss  Desbro ; 
and  balancing  the  whole  according  to  her  own,  not  unnatural, 
supposition,  fancied  she  might  have  a  powerful  rival  in 
Eliza.  At  this  juncture,  her  attention  was  diverted  from 
its  course,  by  hearing  her  brother  speak  of  that  young  lady 
in  terms  so  highly  favorable,  that  she  had  no  difficulty  in 
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discovering  his  attachment.  This  was  exactly  what  she 
wished ;  she  sincerely  loved  Eliza,  but  she  could  not  bear 
the  thoughts  of  seeing  her  the  wife  of  Cooper,  as  well 
for  her  brother's  sake  as  her  own  ;  she,  therefore,  had 
recourse  to  an  innocent  artifice,  which,  while  it  made  Eliza 
acquainted  with  the  virtues  James  really  possessed,  gratified 
the  pride  of  her  own  affectionate  heart. 

But  a  very  few  days  elapsed  ere  Mr.  Desbro  received  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Morland,  who,  after  many  apologies  for  the 
trouble  he  was  about  to  give  him,  requested  the  favor  of 
his  company  on  particular  business.  Mr.  Desbro  was  at 
no  loss  to  guess  that  on  which  Mr.  Morland  had 
desired  to  see  him,  and  on  the  following  morning  he  set  out 
for  the  purpose  of  calling  on  that  gentleman. 

During  his  absence,  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace  were  visited 
by  Mrs.  Zachariah  and  Rebecca,  who  informed  them,  that 
they  were  going  to  pass  the  Summer  with  the  old  lady  at 
Brighton.  Rebecca  told  Eliza  that  her  mother's  spirits  had 
received  so  severe  a  shock  from  the  sudden  return  and  ul- 
timate death  of  Sarah,  that  change  of  scene  had  become  in- 
dispensably necessary. 

After  prolonging  their  visit  for  nearly  the  whole  of  the 
morning,  they  took  a  most  affectionate  leave,  and  expressed 
their  fervent  wishes  that  their  intimacy  might  be  renewed 
on  their  return  to  town,  of  which  they  should  be  apprized  as 
soon  as  it  took  place. 
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When  the  visitors  were  gone,  the  servant  entered  the  par- 
lour with  a  band-box,  which,  she  said,  the  ladies  had  brought 
in  the  carriage. 

It  was  directed  to  Miss  Desbro,  and  contained  a  piece 
of  lavender-coloured  levantine,  sufficient  for  a  dress,  and  a 
leghorn  hat  of  the  finest  texture.  Eliza  was  at  first  surprised 
at  the  receipt  of  this  elegant  present ;  but  Mrs.  Wallace  soon 
brought  to  her  recollection  the  gown  and  bonnet  which  she 
had  lent  poor  Sarah  ;  and  they  both  joined  in  admiring  the 
liberal  and  delicate  manner,  in  which  that  favour  had  been 
returned. 

We  must  now  go  back  to  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Desbro  at 
Austin  Friars.  — Mr.  Morland  was  in  his  counting  house, 
but  soon  joined  his  friend  in  the  drawing  room,  and  again 
apologized  for  the  trouble  he  had  given  him. 

"  I  am  deputed,"  said  he,  "  to  plead  the  cause  of  my  son, 
and  I  cannot  help  telling  you,"  he  jocosely  added,  "  that  if 
I  were  a  few  years  younger,  I  should  not  hesitate  in  becoming 
his  rival.  I  never  yet  saw  any  one  who  so  entirely  corres- 
ponded with  my  ideas,  of  what  a  yonng  woman  should  be,  as 
this  fascinating  little  niece  of  yours;  and  since  I  cannot  pre- 
tend to  be  suitor  for  myself,  I  must  be  content  to  receive  her 
as  a  daughter."  Mr.  Desbro  bowed,  and  Mr.  Morland  con- 
tinued.— 

"  Do  not  accuse  me  of  parental  partiality  when  I  say  that 
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few  young  men  are  more  deserving  of  such  a  girl  than 
James.  I  am  not  going  to  ask  you  any  thing  more  than  if 
the  young  lady's  affections  are  disengaged  ?  (and  I  should  be 
hardly  inclined  to  suppose  otherwise  i\t  her  age ;)  she  is  in 
herself  fortune  enough  for  any  man  ;  and  my  son  does  not 
look  for  a  wife  to  support  his  establishment. 

With  Cooper,  it  is  altogether  different; — an  orphan, — left 
to  work  his  way  through  the  world, — with  none  but  myself 
to  direct  him, — must  have  a  something  to  begin  with ;  and 
I  think,  by  giving  him  my  Jessy,  I  shall  do  my  duty  to  both. 
Henry  is  an  excellent  young  man,  and  the  sedateness  of  his 
disposition  will  form  a  desirable  contrast  to  the  extreme  live- 
liness of  my  daughter's.  Constant  attention  to  business,  and 
a  little  admonition,  has  happily  curbed  that  impetuosity  of 
temper,  which  once  made  me  fear  for  his  future  happiness ; 
and  which,  I  think,  was  in  a  great  measure  caused  by  the 
over-indulgence  of  a  fond  mother,  during  a  long  residence 
across  the  Atlantic/' 

"  Is  he  not  an  American  by  birth  I  "  eagerly  demanded 
Mr.  Desbro. 

"No,"  returned  Mr.  Morland,  "he  was  taken  from  this 
country  when  quite  a  boy ;  his  mother  was  a  distant  relation 
of  Mrs.  Morland :  Mrs.  Courtney,  when  on  her  death-bed, 
recommended  her  son  to  my  care  and  protection ;  and  as  soon 
as  she  died,  he  came  to  England/' 
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"  Courtney  !  did  you  say,  Sir  ?  "  exclaimed  Desbro,  while 
every  feature  underwent  a  change;  "  how  then  did  he  come 
by  the  name  of  Cooper  ?  " 

"  A  concatination  of  unfortunate  circumstances  obliged 
Mrs.  Courtney  to  adopt  her  own  family  name,  in  preference 
to  that  of  her  husband,  with  whom  she  had  not  lived  for  some 
time  previous  to  her  leaving  England/'  Mr.  Morland  would 
have  continued,  had  he  not  been  interrupted  by  the  sudden 
exclamation  of  his  auditor,  and  looking  at  him,  was  shocked 
at  the  agitation  in  which  he  beheld  him. 

"  How  futile  are  the  opinions  of  the  sceptic, — how  vain 
and  frivolous,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  as  soon  as  he  could  speak. 
How  true  the  unerring  hand  of  Providence,  which  guides 
us,  unconsciously  of  ourselves,  through  the  most  intricate 
labyrinths.  Oh  Howard !  dear  lamented  friend !  couldst 
thou  now  hear  me  renounce  the  many  doubts  I  once  was  slave 
to ;  and  acknowledge  my  entire  conversion  to  thy  pious 
precepts,  my  thorough  conviction  of  that  divine  influence  by 
which  our  minutest  actions  are  regulated  without  our  impo- 
tent interference.  Who  could  have  imagined  that  when 
this  young  man  was  expressing  his  affection  for  Eliza,  that 
he  was  attracted  by  a  Sister's  charms  ?  Who  could  have 
thought,  that  wherfshe  admired  Henry,  she  was  beginning  to 
love  a  Brother  !  " 

"  Sister  !   Brother !  "  repeated  Mr.  Morland,  who  was 
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almost  tempted  to  doubt  the  soundness  of  his  friend's  in- 
tellects. 

"  Even  so,"  replied  Mr.  Desbro,  "  Eliza  is  the  daughter  of 
the  villain  Courtney ;  but  she  is  unfortunately,  illegitimate!" 
"  Then  is  she  the  more  to  be  loved  and  pitied,"  said  the 
benevolent  Mr.  Morland ;  "  nothing  can  certainly  be  better 
intended  than  the  laws  against  illegitimacy,  when  taken  in 
a  general  sense ;  the  stigma  which  adheres  to  the  offspring 
of  illicit  intercourse,  will  sometimes  be  the  means  of  pre- 
venting it ;  but  is  a  virtuous  and  amiable  individual  to  be 
refused  the  rights  to  which  native  worth  and  refined  educa- 
tion entitle  her,  because  her  parents  ? " 

"  Hold,  Sir ! "  interrupted  Mr.  Desbro,  "  say  not 
parents,  I  beseech  you ;  blend  not  the  name  of  one  of  the 
most  chaste  and  lovely  of  her  sex,  with  that  of  the  most 
consummate  villain  who  ever  disgraced  creation. — My  dear, 
unfortunate  sister  was,  as  we  all  supposed,  married  to  Court- 
ney ;  indeed,  I  accompanied  them  to  church,  and  gave  her 
hand  to  the  wretch  who  destroyed  her ;  it  was  not  till  after 

the  birth  of  Eliza,  that  we  discovered  him  to  have  been  a 

previously  married  man." 

Tears,  which  he  tried  not  to  conceal,  streamed  from  the 

eyes  of  Mr.  Morland,  as  he  listened  to  Desbro's  relation  of 

his  sister's  misfortunes,  and  he  joined  in  deprecating  such  a 

character  as  that  of  Courtney. 
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"  I  never,  till  now,"  said  he,  "  knew  the  rights  of  the  busi- 
ness ;  I  heard  that  Mrs.  Courtney  had  gone  to  America  in 
consequence  of  her  husband's  ill  treatment ;  but  I  never 
heard  from  her  till  I  received  the  letters  which  were 
brought  to  me  by  Henry  himself;  who,  when  he  first  came 
home,  appeared  in  so  precarious  a  state  of  health,  that  I 
sent  him,  by  the  advice  of  a  physician,  into  Devonshire  ; 
but  that  he  should  have  been  in  the  same  place, — nay,  I  might 
almost  say,  under  the  same  roof,  with  his  sister,  was  indeed 
providential.  I  can  no  longer  wonder  at  the  remarkable 
resemblance  which  my  son,  as  well  as  myself,  always  ob- 
served between  them,  nor  the  affection  they  seemed  to  feel 
for  each  other ;  indeed,  that  has  been  the  cause  of  some 
pain  to  my  poor  Jessy ;  for  I  know  she  felt  a  little  jealous 
at,  what  she  thought,  his  preference  for  your  niece." 

At  this  moment,  Henry  opened  the  door  of  the  room  in 
which  they  were  sitting;  but  seeing  his  patron  in  earnest 
conversation  with  a  gentleman,  would  have  withdrawn,  had 
not  Mr.  Morland  told  him,  that  he  was  wanted. 

His  surprise  and  pleasure  were  equally  manifest  at  seeing 
Mr.  Desbro  ;  and  after  the  usual  enquiries  after  Eliza  and 
Mrs.  Wallace,  turned  to  know  Mr.  Morland's  commands 
ere  he  returned  to  the  counting  house. 

"  Henry ! "  said  that  gentleman,  "  I  want  a  little  of  your 
assistance;  you  must  help  me  to  plead  the  cause  of  your 
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friend  James,  and  use  your  influence  in  conjunction  with  that 
of  Mr.  Desbro,  to  gain  the  fair  Eliza  over  to  our  wishes." 

'« I !— me,  did  you  say,  Sir  ?  "  said  Henry,  while  his  coun- 
tenance became  crimsoned  with  emotion,  "  I  have  no  right 
to  suppose  myself  possessed  of  sufficient  influence,  to  have  a 
voice  in  the  direction  of  Miss  Desbro's  future  prospects," 

"  But  would  you  not  wish  to  see  her  happy  ?  "  asked  Mr. 
Morland. 

"  Oh !  yes,"  replied  Henry,  "  and  would  make  any  sa- 
crifice to  render  her  so,  if  it  were  in  my  power." 

"Well  then,"  continued  Mr.  Morland,  "do  you  not  think 
James  capable  of  insuring  her  happiness  ?  " 

"Why  really, 1 1  have  the  highest  regard  for 

him,  but  opinions  on  that  subject  are  so  various,  that  Miss 
Desbro's  and  mine  may  not  agree.  Besides,  the  choice  that 
her  uncle  sanctions,  who  shall  dare  to  disapprove  ?" 

"HE  to  whom  nature  has  given  an  equal  right,"  said 
Mr.  Desbro  rising  from  his  seat.  "  Henry ! "  he  continued, 
pressing  the  hand  he  had  taken  within  his  own,  "  I  have  been 
given  to  understand,  your  name  is  not  Cooper." 
Henry  started ;  and,  looking  towards  Mr.  Morland,  seemed 
to  expect  from  him  an  explanation  of  what  he  heard. 

"  I  will  spare  your  feelings,"  continued  Mr.  Desbro,  "  by 
sparing  you  the  repetition  of  what  I  already  know.  Hard 
indeed  is  the  situation  of  that  son  who  is  ashamed  to  ac- 
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knowledge  the  name  of  him  to  whom  he  owes  his  being  : 
but  doubly  blest  is  he,  whose  conduct  will  create  that  love 
and  respect  for  himself,  which  will  cause  the  memory  of  an 
unworthy  parent  to  be  buried  in  oblivion.  You  are  he ; 
and  Providence  has  a  reward  in  store  for  you,  which  will 
more  than  repay  you  the  renunciation  of  a  name. 

I  have  long  noticed  the  affection  with  which  Eliza  and  you 
regard  each  other ;  you  will  henceforward  not  consider  James 
Morland  as  a  rival ;  but  when  you  shall,  by  your  union  with 
the  amiable  Jessy,  make  him  your  brother,  then  will  you 
hail  him  the  husband  of  your  sister  !  Not  Eliza  Desbro,  but 
Eliza  Courtney,  the  daughter  of  your  father  and  my  sister." 

The  last  part  of  this  speech  was  hardly  heard  by  Henry, 
who  had  sunk  into  a  chair  motionless,  and  almost  senseless. 
A  few  minutes,  however,  restored  him  to  himself ;  when  he 
begged  an  explanation  of  this  apparent  mystery.  This  was 
given  by  Mr.  Desbro,  to  whom  Henry  said,  that  he  now 
could,  in  a  great  measure,  account  for  some  parts  of  Mr. 
Howard's  behaviour  to  him,  with  regard  to  Eliza ;  and  he 
concluded  by  saying,  that  he  supposed  that  gentleman  knew 
the  situation  in  which  they  stood  towards  each  other. 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  he  only  knew  that  her 
father  had  had  a  son,  whether  that  son  were  still  in  existence 
or  not,  we  were  alike  ignorant ;  but  it  was,  nevertheless,  the 
duty  of  us  both,  to  discourage  the  advances  of  every  one 
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whose  lineage  we  were  not  thoroughly  acquainted  with  ;  and 
though,  under  any  other  circumstances,  your  growing  affec- 
tion would  have  been  a  source  of  unequivocal  delight ;  still, 
the  probability  of  the  case  being  as  it  really  is,  prevented  the 
smallest  encouragement  being  given  on  either  side." 

"  And  has  Eliza  any  idea  that  she  has  a  brother?"  de- 
manded Mr.  Morland. 

"  She  also  knows  that  her  father  had  a  son  ;  but  that  is  all," 
was  the  reply. 

Henry  was  now  all  impatience  to  embrace  his  new-found 
relative,  and  to  bestow  on  her  those  caresses  to  which  nature 
as  well  as  inclination  entitled  him.  But  Mr.  Morland  pointed 
out  to  him  the  necessity  of  Eliza's  being  prepared  for  his  re- 
ception in  his  new  character ;  and  Mr.  Desbro  was  as  impa- 
tient to  make  the  discovery  known  to  her.  But  this  was  also 
prevented  by  Mr.  Morland,  who  would  on  no  account,  suffer 
him  to  go  before  dinner.  That  gentleman  then  withdrew  to 
apprize  his  daughter  of  the  little  addition  to  their  family  party ; 
but  soon  returning,  said,  "  I  am  anticipating  the  surprise  our 
poor  Jessy  will  have ;  she  told  me  she  had  heard  Mr.  Des- 
bro's  voice,  and  thought  he  would  stay  to  dinner ;  but  she  had 
no  idea  who  Mr.  Courtney  can  be,  for  she  has  never  known 
Henry  by  any  other  name  than  Cooper.  They  were  here  inter- 
rupted by  a  summons  to  dinner.  In  the  parlour,  they  were 
met  by  Jessy,  who,  after  welcoming  Mr.  Desbro  with  her 
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usual  good  nature,  and  asking  most  kindly  after  Eliza,  looked 
about,  as  if  in  search  of  some  one,  which  her  father  observing, 
she  said  she  understood  there  was  another  gentleman  ex- 
pected. 

"  He  will  not  be  here  till  after  dinner,"  said  Mr.  Morland, 
smiling  significantly  at  Mr.  Desbro  and  Henry ;  "  so  we  may 
as  well  sit  down." 

Neither  Henry  nor  Mr.  Desbro  did  any  justice  to  the  din- 
ner ;  indeed,  the  former  scarcely  tasted  any  thing,  but  helped 
himself  to  wine  more  frequently  than  Jessy  thought  consis- 
tent ;  she  became  alarmed,  as  she  recollected  the  unusually 
long  conversation  which  took  place  before  dinner;  and 
there  appeared  to  her  a  mystery  she  was  unable  to  fathom. 
She  looked  forward  with  a  sort  of  hope  to  the  arrival  of  the 
expected  stranger ;  and  when  the  cloth  was  removed,  her 
eyes  wandered  mechanically  towards  the  door  ;  still  no  one 
came.  At  length  her  father,  who  had  watched  both  her  and 
Henry  during  the  whole  of  dinner  time,  arose,  filled  his  glass, 
and  desiring  every  one  at  table  to  do  the  same,  said,  '•  Jessy  ! 
I  will  no  longer  deceive  you,  the  gentleman  on  the  right  of 
you,  is  Mr.  Courtney ;  you  will,  I  trust,  join  with  me  in  wish- 
ing him  health  and  every  felicity." 

"  Henry ! "  exclaimed  Jessy,  putting  down  the  half-raised 
glass,  "  Henry  Cooper !  " 

"  Courtney"— said  Henry,  gracefully  bowing,  "  Cooper 
was  but  assumed." 
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An  expression  of  doubt  appeared  on  the  countenance  of 
Miss  Morland ;  she  wished  an  explanation,  yet  feared  to  ask 
one ;  till  her  father,  anxious  to  relieve  her  suspense,  continued 
his  discourse.  "  Family  misfortunes  obliged  him  to  adopt  a 
name  which  is  not  his  own  ;  the  unexpected  discovery  of  a 
near  relation,  now  renders  it  necessary  that  he  should  resume 
that  which  an  unworthy  parent  dishonored,  but  from  which 
his  own  conduct  has  already  wiped  out  -every  stain ;  the 
name  of  Courtney  as  borne  by  this  worthy  young  man,  will 
be  an  honor  to  himself  and  a  glory  to  his  successors." 

Henry  rose  from  his  seat,  and  twice  attempted  to  speak ; 
but  the  words  died  upon  his  lips,  and  he  sunk  into  his  chair, 
entirely  overcome. 

Who  this  newly  discovered  relation  was,  now  became  a 
source  of  curiosity  to  Jessy  ;  it  could  not  be  Mr.  Desbro ! — 
who  then  could  it  be  ? — A  long  pause  now  ensued,  which 
was  again  broken  by  Mr.  Morland  ;  "  I  think,  said  he,  the 
least  compensation  that  can  be  made  to  my  daughter  for 
this  apparent  mystery,  as  well  as  for  the  suspense  which  she 
has  endured,  is  to  inform  her  of  every  thing,  and  prepare  her 
for  her  introduction  to  Miss  Courtney." 

Jessy's  surprise  evidently  increased ;  when  Henry,  who 
had  by  this  time  quite  recovered  himself,  said,  "  No ;  that 
must  be  my  task  ;  from  my  hand  only,  shall  Miss  Morland 
receive  my  sister ;"  and  he  added,  with  a  smile,  "  I  think 
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there  will  be  but  little  preparation  necessary  for  the  recep- 
tion of  one  she  already  loves." 

"  Do,  for  heaven's  sake,  speak  less  enigmatically,"  said 
Jessy ;  and  tell  me  at  once."  Then  turning  to  Mr.  Desbro 
with  the  most  winning  gracefulness  and  more  seriousness 
than  he  thought  her  capable  of  assuming,  said,  "  In  pity  to 
my  suspense,  do  Sir,  relieve  me,  and  tell  me,  (for  I  think 
you  can,)  who  is  this  that  I  love  and  do  not  know  ?  " 

Mr.  Desbro,  much  affected  by  the  earnestness  of  her 
manner,  and  satisfied  in  his  own  mind,  as  to  the  sincerity 
and  artlessness  of  her  affection  for  Henry,  told^her  the  whole 
truth ;  but  though  he  had  been  as  careful  as  possible  in  the 
manner  of  giving  the  recital,  it  was  almost  too  much  for 
Jessy ;  who,  clasping  her  hands,  exclaimed,  "Is  it  indeed 
Eliza ? — Is  she  really  his  sister?  " — But  suddenly  recollect- 
ing the  surmises  that  her  words  might  give  rise  to,  rose 
hastily,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room,  to  conceal  the  emotions 
that  could  not  be  repressed. 

Henry's  confusion  seemed  hardly  less  than  Jessy's ;  and 
Mr.  Desbro,  reminding  his  friends  that  he  had  a  task  to  per- 
form for  which  he  was  very  anxious,  begged  to  be  allowed 
to  take  his  leave. 

This  roused  Henry,  who  charged  him  with  a  thousand, 
thousand  loves  to  his  sister,  and  repeated  the  word  as  if  he 
doubted  the  reality  of  her  being  so ;  "  tell  her,  Sir,"  said 
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he,  while  tears  of  fraternal  affection  filled  his  eyes,  '•  that 
the  first  proof  I  shall  require  of  a  sister's  love,  will  be,  that 
she  consents  to  receive  the  addresses  of  the  worthy  and 
generous  James  Mori  and.  Before  I  knew  the  ties  by  which 
we  are  connected,  my  heart  recoiled  at  the  bare  idea  of 
seeing  her  the  wife  of  another ;  though  often  have  I  thought, 
that  if  she  had  been  my  sister,  with  what  confidence  I 
would  give  her  to  the  son  of  my  respected  friend." 

His  auditors  were  both  delighted  with  his  candour,  par- 
ticularly Mr.  Morland,  who  now  saw  nothing  to  prevent  the 
accomplishment  of  his  dearest  hopes ;  and  when  he  bade 
Mr.  Desbro  adieu,  said,  "  I  begin  to  feel  myself  grow  young 
again." 

The  fineness  of  the  evening,  induced  Mr.  Desbro  to  walk 
home ;  and  when  within  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  his 
own  house,  he  met  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace,  who  had  walked 
out  to  meet  him,  having  become  uneasy  at  his  staying  so 
much  longer  than  they  expected. 

But  when  he  approached,  flushed  with  the  exercise  of 
walking,  his  countenance  irradiated  with  the  sweetest 
smiles,  and  his  eyes  expressive  beaming  contentment,  the 
anxiety  of  the  ladies  was  more  than  repaid  ;  they  each  took 
his  offered  arm,  and  slackening  their  pace,  moved  on  towards 
home,  happy  in  themselves  and  in  each  other. 

On  their  arrival  at  home,  general  enquiries  were  made 
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respecting  the  health  of  their  city  friends ;  but  Eliza  was 
more  than  ever  cautious  in  what  she  said ;  she  knew  on  what 
occasion  her  uncle  had  been  invited  to  Mr.  Morland,  and 
was  fearful  the  smallest  hint  might  lead  to  a  suspicion,  that 
she  was  anxious  to  know  what  had  passed  during  the  visit : 
to  prevent  which,  she  fetched  the  band-box,  and  with  a 
smile  of  grateful  pleasure,  began  to  Display  its  contents ; 
telling  her  uncle  at  the  same  time,  the  admiration  with 
which  the  delicacy  and  munificence  of  the  amiable  Zachar- 
riahs  had  inspired  her,  and  the  regret  she  felt  at  the  length 
of  time  that  would  probably  elapse  before  she  could  see 
them  again. 

"  I  feel  equally  with  yourself,  my  love,"  said  he,  "  the 
respect  and  esteem  to  which  that  truly  good  family  are  en- 
titled ;  but  I  hope  I  shall  be  able;without  much  difficulty  to 
compensate  to  you  the  loss  of  their  society." 

Eliza  blushed  deeply;  but  made  no  answer;  and  her 
uncle  continued —  "  I  find  Mr.  Morland  the  same  just  and 
honorable  man  I  always  thought  him ;  and  even  more  gene- 
rous than  I  expected.  That  pecuniary  advantages  should 
not  be  a  consideration  with  him,  I  did  not  wonder  at ;  but, 
that  every  other  obstacle  should  be  disregarded, — that  Birth  ! 
which  is  so  universally  sought  in  almost  every  alliance, — 
should  be  overlooked  in  the  more  solid  qualities  of  mental 
endowments,  is,  at  once  a  proof  of  the  superiority  of  his 
understanding,  and  the  benevolence  of  his  heart." 
VOL.  II.  c 
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"  Of  whom  are  you  speaking,  Sir  ?  "  said  Eliza. 

"  Of  Mr.  Morland  the  elder,"  replied  Mr.  Desbro. 

"  But  the  sentiments  of  the  son  may  differ  from  those  of 
the  father,"  returned  his  niece. 

"  That  is  not  likely  to  occur,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace;"  I 
should  indeed  have  been  of  your  opinion,  had  the  contrary 
been  the  case ;  but  your  uncle  has  acted  in  this,  as  in  every 
thing  he  does,  with  the  most  perfect  propriety." — Mr.  Des- 
bro bowed "  In  making  himself  acquainted  with  the  sen- 
timents of  the  father,  he  took  the  most  certain  method  of 
ensuring  happiness  to  all  parties.  Old  gentlemen,  and  young 
ones,  are  apt  to  view  the  same  object  through  a  very  different 
medium ;  and  when  the  first  ebullition  of  youthful  passion  is 
subsided,  and  nothing  remains  but  the  melancholy  reflection 
of  having  rebelled  against  parental  authority,  repentance  too 
often  takes  the  place  of  rapture ;  and  the  consequence  is, 
eternal  misery  and  perpetual  recriminations.  Indeed,  I  do  not 
know  how  any  young  woman  of  delicacy  could  make  herself 
happy  at  the  price  of  having  entailed  a  parent's  anger,  perhaps, 
even  a  parent's  curse,  upon  the  man  she  pretends  to  love." 

"  My  dear  Madam,"  said  Eliza,  in  a  tone  of  surprise,  "  what 
do  you  mean  ?  you  would  not  surely  infer  that  my  uncle's 
conversation  with  Mr.  Morland  has  any  thing  to  do  with  my 
future  happiness  ? " 

"  Every  thing  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  taking  her  hand. 
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"  I  again  repeat,  I  would  not  for  worlds  that  your  inclination 
should  be  sacrificed  to  my  proposals ;  nor  that  you  should  be 
hurried  from  me ;  you  are  yet  young,  but  I  see  every  thing 
so  favorable  to  my  most  sanguine  wishes,  that  I  hope  you  will 
soon  be  able  to  reconcile  yourself  to  the  necessity  of  not  living 
wholly  for  me ;  and  when  I  tell  you  that  it  is  the  wish  of  one 
who  has  your  interest  at  heart  equally  with  myself, — your 
friend,  Henry." 

"  Henry ! "  exclaimed  the  almost  petrified  girl,  is  it  pos- 
sible that  he  can ." 

"Wish  you  well?  is  it  that  you  would  ask?"  said  Mr. 
Desbro  with  a  smile. 

Eliza  sat  silent ;  she  had  foreseen  that  her  fate  would  not 
be  united  with  that  of  her  admired  young  friend;  but  knew 
not  the  exact  nature  of  her  own  feelings,  till  thus  put  closely 
to  the  test.  It  was  now  she  began  to  think  it  time  to  call  her 
pride  to  her  assistance;  and  if  Henry's  affection  could  be  so 
easily  transferred  from  one  object  to  another,  (as  Jessy  must 
certainly  be  at  the  bottom  of  all  this,)  he  should  see  that  she 
could  be  as  unconcerned  as  himself.  She  was  not  so  romantic, 
as  to  suppose  there  could  be  no  happiness  for  her,  indepen- 
dently of  him ;  and  she  considered  that  she  owed  something 
to  her  uncle,  which  would  reflect  more  honor  on  her,  when 
paid  by  a  little  sacrifice  of  her  private  feelings,  than  by  an 
acquiescence  in  what  would  have  cost  her  nothing.  She 

G   2 
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looked  forward  to  his  approbation,  and  that  of  Mrs.  Wal- 
lace, as  the  balm  which  would  heal  the  wound,  her  own  hand 
was  going  to  inflict. 

With  these  thoughts,  she  rose  from  her  chair,  and,  advancing 
to  her  uncle,  sank  on  her  knees  before  him,  exclaiming, 
"  My  more  than  father !  I  blush  that  I  should  ever  have 
had  a  thought  contrary  to  your  wishes;  what  you  judge  pro- 
per for  me,  must  certainly  be  so  ;  but  though  I  cannot  pro- 
mise immediately  to  return  the  affection  with  which  Mr. 
Morland  honors  me,  I  will,  at  least,  receive  his  visits  with 
complacency,  and  make  every  effort  in  my  power  to  see  his 
worth  in  the  light  it  merits." 

"  Dutiful,  noble  girl ! "  said  Mr.  Desbro,  as  he  raised  her 
from  the  ground  and  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  "  but  what 
less  than  this  could  I  expect  from  the  daughter  of  my  sister, 
and  the  pupil  of  Mrs.  Wallace  ?  Now  then,  Eliza, — now, 
beloved  child  of  my  adoption, — best  hope  of  a  life  that  but 
for  you  had  long  since  ceased  to  exist.  Receive  the  reward 
of  your  filial  and  grateful  affection ;  and  know,  that  before 
this  time  to-morrow,  I  shall  present  you  with  a  BrotJier  ! — 
one  worthy  your  love,  and  my  warmest  friendship." 

"Brother!" — exclaimed  Eliza,  "  Brother !"  reiterated 
Mrs.  Wallace,  both  fixing  their  eyes  in  wild  astonishment 
on  the  speaker. 

"  I  must  recal  your  recollection  to  things  long  past," 
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said  Mr.  Desbro ;  "  you  must  remember  Mrs.  Courtney 
having  had  a  little  boy  with  her  on  the  day  she  called  on 
my  sister ;  when  the  decisive  blow  was  struck  which  cost 
her  life?" 

An  assenting  bow  was  all  the  answer  he  received ;  and  he 
continued — "This  child  went  with  his  mother  to  America; 
after  the  expiration  of  sixteen  years,  she  died ;  and  the  son, 
now  grown  up,  came  to  England,  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Mor- 
land,  who  sent  him  to  Devonshire,  on  a  visit  to  our  lamented 
Mr.  Howard  :"  here  he  was  interrupted  by  a  faint  shriek, 
and  had  just  time  to  receive  Eliza  senseless  in  his  arms ; 
further  explanation  was  not  necessary.  It  was  some  time 
before  Eli/a  was  restored;  as  soon  as  she  was  able  to  stand, 
Mrs.  Wallace  recommended  rest  to  her  as  the  only  means  of 
recruiting  her  spirits  sufficiently  to  be  able  to  meet  Henry  on 
the  morrow.  Eliza,  wishing  to  indulge  her  thoughts  in  soli- 
tude, consented  willingly  to  retire.  Mrs.  Wallace  went  to 
assist  her ;  and  when  alone  with  that  lady,  Eliza  threw  her- 
self into  her  arms,  and  wept  upon  her  bosom.  Mrs.  Wallace 
tenderly  soothed  and  embraced  her ;  and  having  assisted  her 
to  bed,  left  her  and  went  down  to  talk  over  the  extraordinary 
incidents  of  the  past  day  with  Mr.  Desbro. 

They  sat  and  chatted  till  a  very  late  hour ;  and  when  Mrs. 
Wallace  retired  to  her  chamber,  she  had  the  pleasure  of  find- 
ing Eliza  in  a  quiet  slumber. 
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Had  she  entered  the  room  but  a  few  minutes  sooner,  that 
satisfaction  would  have  been  denied  her :  long,  very  long,  was 
it  before  our  heroine  could  compose  her  perturbed  thoughts 
into  any  thing  like  serenity.  That  Henry  (whose  noble  dis- 
position and  amiable  qualities  had  so  much  won  her  esteem,) 
should  turn  out  to  be  that  brother,  whom  she  hardly  had  al- 
lowed herself  to  believe  in  existence,  was  as  wonderful  as  it 
was  pleasing ;  and  she  longed  for  the  moment  in  which  she 
might  be  able  to  tell  him  how  very  dear  he  was  to  her,  with- 
out lowering  herself  in  his  opinion,  or  in  her  own.  She  would 
also  enjoy  the  friendship  of  the  lively  and  good  natured  Jessy, 
without  feeling  or  causing  those  little  emotions  of  jealousy 
which  are  so  disgraceful  to  a  generous  mind.  From  Jessy, 
her  thoughts  naturally  reverted  to  James;  but  here  she 
paused ; — her  feelings  on  this  subject  were  undcfiuable,  even 
to  herself. 

What  had  she  done  ? — In  a  moment  of  pique,  she  had  vo- 
luntarily consented  to  receive  him  as  a  declared  lover,  with- 
out ever  giving  herself  time  to  consider  if  she  could  accept 
him  without  violence  to  her  own  feelings ;  and  to  recant  now, 
would  be  an  act  of  the  most  unpardonable  inconsistency  and 
ingratitude.  She  certainly  thought  J  ames  Morland,  the  most 
agreeable  man  (except  Henry)  that  she  had  ever  seen,  only 
rather  too  serious;  but  this  could  hardly  be  thought  a  fault. 
Then  the  delight  of  her  uncle  when  she  declared  her  intentions 
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iii  his  favour; — this  satisfied  all  her  doubts;  she  recollected 
the  sweet  maternal  look  of  Mrs.  Wallace,  who,  she  thought 
had  never  so  strikingly  resembled  her  brother  as  at  that  mo- 
ment. "  So,"  said  she  to  herself,  "  would  my  dear  grandpapa 
Howard  have  looked  at  me ;  and  so  wonld  he  have  approved 
my  duty  to  my  dear  uncle,  as  my  own  conscience  approves 
it  at  this  moment."  With  these  soothing  thoughts  she  com- 
mended herself  to  her  heavenly  guardian,  and  sunk  into  a 
profound  sleep. 

When  she  awoke,  the  next  morning,  she  felt  quite  refreshed, 
and  nothing  of  her  indisposition  remained  but  a  slight  head- 
ache ;  of  this  she  thought  nothing,  but  descended  with  her 
accustomed  sprightliness  into  the  parlour,  and  ran  into  her 
uncle's  extended  arms,  who  again  clasped  her  to  his  heart, 
and  blessed  her  as  the  reward  of  all  his  sufferings. 

This  was  indeed  a  moment  for  Eliza !  such  a  declaration 
from  him,  would  have  been  thought  by  her,  sufficient  re- 
compense for  consenting  to  unite  herself  with  age,  ugliness, 
and  all  their  disagreeable  appendages ;  but  neither  of  these 
awaited  her.  Though  of  herself  she  thought  nothing,  those 
dearest  to  her  were  happy,  and  by  her  means ;  no  wonder 
then,  that  she  was  so  too. 

Breakfast  was  hardly  over,  when  a  loud  rap  at  the  door 
announced  a  visitor ;  and  in  another  moment,  Eliza  was  in 
the  arms  of  her  Brother  I  For  some  time,  neither  of  them 


90  FICTION     WITHOUT     ROMANCE; 

could  speak ;  and  when  they  did,  it  was  to  ask  each  other 
whether  they  might  believe  the  reality  of  their  happiness. 
But  if  they  could  have  admitted  the  shadow  of  a  doubt,  one 
of  the  reminiscences  of  Henry's  early  youth,  put  the  fact 
beyond  all  possibility  of  doubt. 

"  I  well  remember,"  said  he,  "  being  taken  by  my  mother 
to  a  house  where  I  saw  a  lady  with  a  most  beautiful  baby 
on  her  lap  ;  the  lady  and  my  mother  both  wept  bitterly  ;  I 
sadly  wished  to  have  kissed  the  little  girl ;  but  the  lady  was 
taken  ill ;  and  all  I  recollect  was,  running  out  of  the  room 
very  much  frightened ;  I  found  my  way  into  the  garden, 
where  I  remained  till  my  mother  came  to  take  me  home 
again." 

"  That  lady,"  said  Mr.  Desbro  with  a  deep  sigh,  "  was 
my  sister,  and  the  baby  yours."  And  then,  with  a  violent 
effort,  he  asked  Henry  if  he  had  any  recollection  of  his 
father?  to  which  he  replied,  "Very  little." 

But  little  more  passed  on  the  subject ;  till  Henry  said, 
that  he  was  commissioned  by  Mr.  Morland,  to  request  they 
would  all  return  with  him  into  the  City,  and  pass  the  day 
in  Austin  Friars.  "  In  addition,"  said  he  "  to  the  happy 
discovery  we  have  made,  this  is  the  birth-day  of  our  valued 
friend  ;  it  is  to  be  a  day  of  general  joy  and  festivity  ;  and," 
he  added,  looking  archly  at  Eliza,  "  James  is  to  dine  with 
his  father." 
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Eliza  blushed,  and  was  turning  from  him,  when  taking 
her  hand  and  gently  drawing  her  towards  him,  said,  "  I 
hope,  my  love,  this  is  not  the  least  agreeable  part  of  my 
message?"  Her  cheeks  assumed  a  deeper  dye  ;  when  Mrs. 
Wallace,  willing  to  relieve  her,  said,  "Let  her  go,  or  she 
will  not  be  ready,  and  I  know  gentlemen  do  not  like  to  be 
kept  waiting." 

Henry  obeyed,  and  Eliza  withdrew.  He  then,  turning 
to  Mrs.  Wallace,  took  her  hand,  which  he  pressed  respect- 
fully to  his  lips,  as  he  said,  "  What  do  I  not  owe  to  you,  my 
dear  Madam  ?  My  Eliza  is  certainly  indebted  to  nature  for 
loveliness  of  person,  but  what  would  .that  be  without  her 
mind  ?  and  who  but  one  so  wise,  so  good,  so  amiable  as 
yourself,  could  have  made  her  what  she  is  ? " 

"  That  I  have  taken  pains  with  her,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace, 
"  would  be  affectation  to  deny ;  but  my  dear  lamented  bro- 
ther laid  the  foundation  of  that  excellence  which,  with  the 
assistance  of  Mr.  Desbro,  I  laboured  to  mature ;  and  I  am 
proud  to  say  that  our  pupil  equals  our  fondest  hopes." 

Henry  was  about  to  reply,  when  Mr.  Desbro  entered, 
and  requested  his  company  in  private  for  a  few  minutes ; 
during  which  time,  the  ladies  could  complete  their  toilette, 
and  be  in  readiness  for  their  excursion;  for  no  excuse 
could  atone  for  the  refusal  of  the  invitation  which  had  been 
given  with  such  genuine  cordiality. 
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Mr.  Desbro's  business  with  Henry,  was,  to  explain  to  him 
several  particulars  of  which  he  was  still  ignorant.  He  had 
been  informed  that  Eliza  was  allied  to  him  by  the  strongest 
ties  of  consanguinity,  but  he  knew  not  by  what  means. — 
Mr.  Desbro's  first  intention  was,  to  let  him  read  the  packet, 
which  had  never  been  destroyed ;  but  reasons,  the  most  po- 
tent, deterred  him  from  such  a  proceeding.  Whatever 
might  have  been  the  enormity  of  Courtney's  crimes,  still  he 
was  the  father  of  the  young  man  before  him ;  and  respect 
for  his  feelings,  taught  him  to  palliate  the  recital  of  them  as 
much  as  was  in  his  power. 

Little,  however,  was  palliation  necessary ;  Henry  read  in 
the  countenance  of  his  narrator,  the  deeply  written  characters 
of  long-standing  and  irreparable  injury.  Although  never 
forgotten,  jet  were  Mr.  Desbro's  brows  seldom  clouded  with 
the  traces  of  bitter  recollection,  unless  he  had  occasion  to  re- 
late the  story  of  his  sorrows.  Then  indeed  did  every  feature 
add  to  the  horror  of  the  tale,  and  bear  witness  to  its  truth. 

The  varying  cheek — the  quivering  lip — the  fire-darting 
eye — spoke  volumes  to  the  agitated  bosom  of  Henry,  whose 
feelings  now  were  beyond  controul.  "  Why,  why  did  you 
tell  me  all  this  ?  "  said  he,  in  a  voice  like  thunder,  "  I  could 
have^borne  all ;  but  my  sister,  my  poor  innocent  Eliza,  stig- 
matized !  dishonored !  branded  with  the  epithet  of  base 
born !  Oh  Heaven!" 
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Mr.  Desbro  felt  keenly  for  the  sufferings  of  Henry,  but 
could  offer  him  no  consolation.  He  stood  opposite  to  him 
with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and  his  eyes  bent  to  the 
ground. 

"  Why  did  I  ever  declare  my  name  !  "  said  Henry ;  "  with 
that  of  Cooper,  I  might  have  lived  respected ;  can  I  suffer 
myself  to  be  addressed  by  an  appellation  which  she  cannot 
share  with  me  ?  and  dare  I  call  her  by  one  to  which  she  has 
no  claim  ?  How  can  I  act  ?  What  can  I  do  ?  She  is  expected 

to  be  introduced  at  Morland's  by  the  name  of ?  Oh  ! 

I  cannot  utter  it ;  there  is  perdition  in  the  very  sound." 

Mr.  Desbro  then  endeavoured  to  p'acify  him,  by  telling 
him  that  he  had  already  informed  old  Mr.  Morland  of  the 
unfortunate  circumstances  connected  with  the  birth  of  Eliza ; 
and  by  also  communicating  the  generous  manner  in  which 
he  had  received  the  information ;  £<  and  as  to  name,"  he  con- 
tinued, "  she  must  know  none  but  mine,  till  she  resigns  it 
for  one  to  which  the  right  of  wife  will  entitle  her." 

Henry  seized  both  the  hands  of  Desbro,  and  was  beginning 
to  express  his  gratitude  for  this,  as  well  as  for  the  paternal 
care  with  which  he  had  reared  the  lovely  object  of  their  mu- 
tual solicitude,  when  he  was  suddenly  repulsed  by  his  starting 
back  and  exclaiming,  "  Not  yet !  know  first  who  and  what 
I  am  !  Look  at  me  well !  and  think  you  see  your  father's 
Murderer  !  This  hand  aimed  a  deadly  weapon  at  his  heart ; 
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and  if  it  failed  in  its  effect,  it  was  the  fault  of  chance,  not 
mine. 

Henry  stepped  back  a  few  paces ;  and,  covering  his  face 
with  his  hands,  stood  for  some  minutes  irresolute.  While 
Desbro,  overcome  by  his  emotions,  had  sunk  into  a  seat. 

Henry  suddenly  darted  forward,  and  threw  himself  at  the 
feet  of  Desbro;  "  Noblest,  best  of  men  ! "  said  he,  "  whatever 
action  your  feelings  urged  you  to  commit,  your  provocation 
was  more  than  adequate.  I  see  you,  as  I  ever  have  done, — 
the  parent,  friend,  and  protector  of  an  illegitimate  orphan, 
who,  but  for  you,  might  have  either  perished  in  infancy,  or 
have  become  the  misery  of  that  brother  to  whom  she  is  now 
the  greatest  comfort." 

Mr.  Desbro  raised  him  from  the  ground,  and  they  re- 
mained for  some  moments  locked  in  close  embrace. 

A  gentle  rap  at  the  door,  now  announced  that  the  ladies 
were  ready ;  but  neither  Desbro  nor  Henry  felt  able  to 
obey  the  summons.  Both  had  been  violently  agitated  and 
deeply  affected;  yet  it  was  necessary  they  should  go;  it 
was  now  past  two,  and  the  dinner  hour  at  Morlands  was  in 
general  four. 

Mr.  Desbro,  however,  signified  that  he  should  be  in  rea- 
diness in  half  an  hour,  and  withdrew  to  his  chamber ;  while 
Henry  (under  pretence  of  ordering  a  coach,)  went  out  to 
recruit  his  spirits  by  air  and  exercise. 
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At  the  appointed  time,  Mr.  Desbro  entered  the  drawing 
room ;  and  so  great  was  the  command  he  had  acquired  over 
himself,  that  the  most  minute  observer  would  have  found  it 
difficult  to  have  discovered  that  his  feelings  had  undergone 
the  slightest  discomposure. 

In  a  few  minutes,  Henry  arrived  in  a  coach  ;  but  he  was 
yet  pale,  and  the  deep-drawn  sighs  which  issued  from  his 
bosom,  too  plainly  *  told  a  tale/  that  all  was  not  right  within. 

During  the  first  part  of  the  drive,  scarcely  a  word  was 
spoken ;  every  one  seemed  occupied  with  their  own  thoughts. 
At  length,  a  ray  of  cheerfulness  diffused  itself  over  the 
whole  party ;  and  they  began  to  rally  each  other  on  their 
want  of  spirits.  "  I  fear  we  shall  be  sadly  rated  by  Miss 
Morland,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "if  we  do  not  look  a  little 
more  pleasantly  by  and  bye ;  she  will  say  we  look  more  like 
mourners  at  a  funeral  than  a  birth-day  party." 

Eliza  tried  to  smile  at  this  lively  sally  of  her  uncle  ;  but 
it  was  only  an  effort.  The  nearer  she  arrived  at  her  desti- 
nation, the  more  her  tremor  increased.  She  was  to  be  intro- 
duced as  the  sister  of  Henry ;  yet  not  by  her  father's  name. 
This  she  knew  was  impossible;  the  unhappy  secret  of  her 
birth  was  consequently  revealed :  would  she  receive  as 
Henry's  sister,  the  same  respect  which  she  did  when  only 
known  as  Mr.  Desbro's  niece  ?  that  was  to  be  tried.  Was 
James  Morland  informed  of  all  these  particulars?  and 
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would  his  behaviour  still  be  the  same  ?  were  questions  she 
was  continually  asking  herself.  But  she  soon  found  the 
necessity  of,  at  least,  appearing  cheerful,  (as  she  dreaded 
nothing  so  much  as  the  raillery  of  Jessy,  which,  though  per- 
fectly innocent,  was  not  always  bearable.)  In  this  she  was 
encouraged  by  Mrs.  Wallace,  who,  by  significant  looks 
and  frequent  pressures  of  the  hand,  showed  how  much  she 
was  pleased  at  seeing  her  face  drest  with  its  usual  ornament 
of  smiles. 

On  their  arrival  at  Mr.  Morland's,  they  found  ail  the  family 
assembled  in  the  drawing-room,  apparently  waiting  for  them  ; 
their  reception  was  at  once  respectful  and  affectionate. 

Mr.  Morland  apologized  for  not  having  any  company  besides 
themselves ;  he  wished  it  to  be,  he  said,  a  family  party ;  free 
from  ceremony  or  restraint,  and  like  what  he  hoped  one  day 
to  see  it — One  family!  at  the  same  time  embracing  Eliza, 
and  putting  her  hand  into  that  of  his  son. 

James  Morland  appeared  an  altered  being.  He  might 
now  be  truly  said  to  be  the  brother  of  Jessy  ;  only,  that  his 
mirth  was  more  tempered  by  rationality,  as  fiu>  mind  was 
matured  in  wisdom.  He  was  six  years  older  than  his  sister, 
and  looked  up  to  by  her  with  a  veneration  little  short  of  what 
she  paid  to  her  father. 

But  she  still  loved  to  joke ;  and  whispering  to  Eliza,  said, 
"  What  shall  I  call  him  now  ?  he  seems  to  have  given  up  all 
title  to  « the  knight  of  the  doleful  countenance.'" 
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rep- 
ealled them  to  the  parioar. 

as  wefl  as  management  of  Jessy,  who, 
death,  had  wholly  sapexmteaded  her  Other's 
she  was  never  so  truly  happy  as  whem  receiving  the  com- 
mendations of  hiai  or  her  brother,  which  she  *ery  fieaaeady 
did,  as  she  never  fried  to  deserve  them. 

Wheathey  retained  to  the  drawiag-room,  they  were  sur- 
prised to  see  a*  elegant  pedal-harp,  which  they  hadaot 
served  before;  aad  James,  fending  Emm  to  it,  begged 
wonld  ohfigB  them  by  pmymg. 

-  If  I  were  Mmi  Demwo,'  said  Jcmy, 


.Ishoaldbe 
afraid  to  try  the  exteat  of  its  power." 

-It  is  we  who  are  to  be  laihaatiil/  mid  James,  "by  the 

therefore  withoat  fear,"  said  he,  addttaaiag  £tba,  "ami  by 
a  concord  of  sweet  soaads,  so  shame  the  mines,  that  they 
Witt  let  the  «-arwiatmp«t  rest  for  ever,  by  losmg  the 
of  dissolving  the  spefl." 

After  Elba  had  defighted  her  frieads  for  some 
James  opeaed  the  pano-Jbrte,  aad  gomg  to  Jessy,  fedher  to 
it  with  sach  an  air  of  teadecaess,  aad  gaaed  oa  her  with 
looks  of  sm^geaaiaeaCectkm  while  she  pmyed.  that  Emm 
lek  as  tf  that  aloae  were  swrnciemt  to  biad  her  to  him  for  i 
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Mr.  Desbro  also  noticed  him,  and  sighed  deeply.  Just  so 
had  he  stood  by  his  sister,  when  she  was  innocent  and  happy 
as  the  being  now  before  him  ;  and  though  so  many  years  had 
elapsed  since  that  period,  yet  the  present  scene  brought  the 
tears  of  mournful  remembrance  to  his  eyes. 

The  evening  passed  so  pleasantly,  that  Mr.  Desbro  was 
hardly  conscious  he  had  transgressed  his  self-prescribed  rule, 
by  more  than  an  hour.  'Tis  true,  when  supper  was  announced, 
he  observed  that  it  was  getting  late;  but  the  observation  was 
either  not  heard,  or,  from  politeness,  not  noticed;  and  the 
hall  clock  actually  struck  one  before  the  friends  separated. 
The  coach,  which  was  ordered  at  eleven,  still  waited,  when 
Mrs.  Wallace,  with  a  half  sigh,  deplored  her  years  and  ap- 
proaching infirmities  as  the  cause  of  that  fatigue  which  she 
could  no  longer  conceal ;  this  was  sufficient  for  the  whole 
party,  who  instantly  arose,  and  after  naming  an  early  day 
for  returning  the  visit,  the  guests  reluctantly  departed. 

The  appointed  engagement  was  punctually  kept,  and 
when  they  again  parted,  Mr.  James  Morland  formally  re- 
ceived permission  to  repeat  his  visits  as  often  as  he  thought 
proper. 

Henry,  now  free  from  every  doubt,  began  to  pay  those 
attentions  to  Jessy  which  he  had  long  since  reason  to 
know  would  be  graciously  accepted.  He  felt  much  hap- 
pier than  he  expected,  for  he  felt  that  he  was  performing 
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an  imperious  duty.  He  had  more  than  once  heard  Mr.  Mor- 
land say,  that  his  only  hope  this  side  the  grave  was,  to  see 
his  girl  happily  settled ;  and  though  Henry  possessed  as  little 
vanity  as  most  men  of  his  age  and  condition,  still  he  could 
not  be  so  wilfully  blind,  as  not  to  perceive  that  her  happiness 
chiefly  depended  on  him.  He  was  far  from  being  in  love 
with  Miss  Morland  ;  but  cold  indeed  must  have  been  that 
heart,  which  could  see  her  never-ceasing  equanimity  of 
temper,  her  innocent  and  endearing  mirth,  her  constant  at- 
tention even  to  his  very  looks,  and  be  insensible  to  the  worth 
of  such  a  being. 

He  knew  that  she  loved  Eliza,  even  when  she  fancied  her 
her  rival ;  how  much  more  would  she  now,  that  she  beheld  in 
her  the  sister  of  her  lover  ?  Their  intercourse  would  now, 
in  consequence  of  their  double  engagement,  be  more  frequent 
than  ever  ;  thus  he  hoped,  that  Jessy's  mind  would  acquire 
some  portion  of  that  solidity  which  he  so  ardently  admired  in 
Eliza.  And  it  was  settled,  that  Henry  should  receive  the 
hand  of  Jessy  on  the  same  day,  that  Eliza  might  think  proper 
to  bestow  hers  on  James  Morland. 

Thus,  weeks  and  months  rolled  rapidly  on,  unmarked  by 
any  thing  more  than  the  entreaties  of  the  lovers,  that  the  time 
of  their  probation  might  not  be  protracted  to  too  great  a 
length. 

It  was,  however,  determined  that  the  marriage  should  not 

VOL.  II.  H 
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take  place  till  the  beginning  of  the  following  summer,  as 
Eliza  would  then  have  entered  her  twentieth,  and  Jessy, 
her  twenty  first  year ;  which,  in  the  opinion  of  the  elder  mem- 
bers of  the  families,  was  quite  early  enough  to  make  them 
acquainted  with  the  numerous  cares  and  anxieties  of  married 
life,  even  though  commenced  under  the  happiest  auspices. 

It  now  wanted  about  two  months  to  the  time  when,  by  ge- 
neral consent,  the  families  of  Desbro  and  Morland  were  to 
be  indissolubly  united ;  when  one  Sunday,  Henry  arrived 
alone  at  Mr.  Desbro's.  He  informed  them  that  Mr.  Mor- 
land had  been  suddenly  sent  for  by  a  relation  who  was  dying, 
and  that  he  had  been  particularly  enjoined  to  go,  accom- 
panied by  his  son  and  daughter,  as  they  had  some  expecta- 
tions from  that  quarter.  He,  therefore,  had  set  off  early  in  the 
morning,  leaving  Henry  to  pass  the  day  with  his  sister,  and, 
to  use  his  own  phrase,  make  up  to  her  for  the  absence  of 
James. 

Some  rain  having  fallen  in  the  afternoon,  prevented  them 
from  walking  out ;  and  they  sat  at  the  open  window  in  the 
drawing  room  to  inhale  the  freshness  of  the  evening  breeze. 
Mrs.  Wallace  was  reading  the  bible,  Mr.  Desbro  had  taken 
up  a  newspaper,  and  Eliza  and  Henry  were  conversing  on 
the  interesting  topic  of  their  future  prospects,  when  they 
were  suddenly  startled  by  the  furious  galloping  of  a  horse, 
which,  without  its  rider,  passed  up  the  road  with  incredible 
swiftness. 
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"  Some  one  has  certainly  been  thrown  from  that  horse," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Desbro  in  a  frightened  tone,  "  and  is  per- 
haps at  this  moment  dying  for  want  of  aid."  He  hastily 
snatched  his  hat,  and  ran  down  stairs ;  his  example  was 
instantly  followed  by  Henry ;  and  in  a  moment  both  were 
seen  running  in  the  opposite  direction  to  that  which  had 
been  taken  by  the  animal. 

In  about  ten  minutes  Henry  returned,  to  request  that 
Mrs.  Wallace  would  give  immediate  orders  for  every  ac- 
commodation which  could  be  afforded  to  the  unfortunate  rider 
of  the  unruly  horse,  who  was  in  a  state  of  insensiblity,  while 
he  would  himself  call  a  surgeon. 

The  chamber  next  to  the  drawing  room  which  had  been 
fitted-up  for  the  occasional  purpose  of  a  spare  room,  was  now 
unoccupied ;  to  that,  therefore,  it  was  proposed  that  the 
stranger  should  be  conveyed. 

Mr.  Desbro  soon  arrived,  followed  by  four  men,  who 
were  bearing  the  apparently  lifeless  body  of  a  gentleman  ; 
Henry  and  the  surgeon  were  with  them. 

The  latter  enquired  where  his  patient  was  to  be  con- 
veyed ;  being  told  up  stairs,  he  hastily  said,  "  On  then 
at  once,  for  what  little  life  there  is,  depends  upon  his 
quietness  hereafter,  a  second  removal  would  be  certain 
dissolution." 

All  were  instantly  busied  in  the  cause  of  humanity  ;  and 
H2 


102  FICTION    WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

Eliza,  who  was  not  one  of  those  young  ladies  who  think 
themselves  obliged  to  faint  at  the  sight  of  blood,  or  whose 
over-refined  feelings  forbid  their  assisting  a  suffering  fellow 
creature,  was  not  the  least  officious  on  this  melancholy 
occasion. 

After  having  ascertained  that  no  limbs  weie  broken,  the 
surgeon  declared  his  intention  of  going  home  to  give  some 
necessary  orders,  and  of  returning  to  sit  up  all  night  by  his 
patient,  (who,  it  was  evident,  had  sustained  some  violent 
internal  injury,  and  for  whose  returning  animation  he  was 
particularly  anxious,)  requesting  Mr.  Desbro  to  watch  his 
breathing,  and  give  him  the  most  exact  account  on  his  return. 

Mr.  Desbro  and  Henry  took  their  stations  on  each  side 
the  bed ;  not  a  word  was  spoken  by  either ;  Mr.  Desbro's 
eyes  were  fixed  on  his  unconscious  visitor,  (whose  features 
he  sometimes  fancied  were  not  wholly  unknown  to  him,) 
but  he  derived  but  little  satisfaction  from  his  vigilance. 

Once  he  opened  his  eyes ;  uttered  a  deep  groan,  and 
closed  them  again.  The  surgeon  soon  returned,  and  took 
Henry's  place,  who  now  was  anxious  to  be  gone,  as  Mr. 
Morland  was  not  expected  to  return  that  night,  and  the 
house  and  property  were  all  under  his  especial  care ;  but 
promised  to  be  there  next  day  as  early  as  possible. 

About  midnight,  the  invalid  stranger  again  opened  his 
eyes  and  uttered  some  incoherent  sentences.  His  medical 
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attendant  took  advantage  of  this  momentary  consciousness 
to  administer  a  cordial  medicine,  which  soon  had  the  desired 
effect  of  producing  a  sound  sleep. 

Mr.  Desbro  and  his  companion,  in  a  low  voice,  now 
entered  into  conversation  relative  to  this  unfortunate  cir- 
cumstance ;  the  object  of  their  care  might  not  for  some  time 
be  able  to  speak  sufficiently  to  inform  them  where  his  friends 
resided,  and  to  whom  he  might  wish  to  send. 

"And  he  may  never  speak  again,"  said  the  surgeon ; 
"  much  depends  on  the  state  he  is  in  when  he  wakes;  I  can 
only  say,  that  the  slightest  agitation  will  be  fatal  to  him. 

"  I  know  of  nothing  that  can  agitate  him  here,"  said  Mr. 
Desbro,  "  unless  it  be  anxiety  for  the  feelings  of  his  friends; 
perhaps  a  wife,  impatiently  counting  the  hours  of  hi* 
lengthened  absence ;  perhaps  an  aged  parent  depending  on 
him  for  support ; — 'tis  a  dreadful  thing,  Sir,  what  can  we  do?" 

"  I  was  going  to  propose,  Sir,"  said  the  medical  gentle- 
man, that  if  you  were  to  examine  his  pockets,  some  card 
or  letter  might  give  a  clue  by  which  his  connections 
might " 

"  Not  upon  any  account,  Sir,"  hastily  interrupted  Mr. 
Desbro;  "it  will  be  time  enough  for  that  if  he  should  die. 
"What  could  I  say  in  my  own  vindication  if  he  should  recover, 
and  find  his  secrets  thus  unwarrantably  pryed  into  ?  He 
will,  no  doubt,  be  advertised,  or  bills  will  be  circulated  in 
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the  course  of  to-morrow.  I  have  no  doubt  of  his  being  a 
man  of  some  consequence ;  his  watch  and  its  appendages  ap- 
pear to  be  very  valuable,  and  his  spurs  are  of  gold. 

Here  they  were  interrupted  by  the  stranger,  who,  though 
still,  to  all  appearance,  in  a  sound  sleep,  was  talking  loud  and 
wildly ;  but  so  unconnected  were  the  sentences  he  uttered, 
that  it  was  impossible  to  understand  what  he  said.  The  few 
words  which  could  be  made  out,  appeared  to  relate  to  some 
horrible  transaction,  which  seemed  to  weigh  heavily  on  his 
mind;  but  whether  he  was  the  injured,  or  the  injurer, 
remained  in  mystery. 

About  three  o'clock  he  awoke,  looked  round,  as  if  trying 
to  recollect  himself ;  and  in  a  faint  voice,  enquired  where  he 
was? 

"You  are  with  friends,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "pray 
compose  yourself." 

"Who  is  that?  Whence  comes  that  voice?"  said  the 
stranger,  in  a  hollow,  terrific  tone. 

The  Surgeon  motioned  to  Mr.  Desbro  to  be  silent;  while 
he  said,  "  How  do  you  feel  now,  Sir  ?  " 

"  Wretched !  miserable ! "  he  replied,  in  the  same  tone  ; 
"  would  I  were  done  with  feeling  altogether." 

"  Do  not  despond,  Sir,"  again  replied  the  Surgeon,  "  a 
few  days  will,  I  trust,  re-establish  and  restore  you  to  your 
friends." 
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"Friends!  my  friends!  ha!  ha!  ha!  that's  past; — I  once 

had  friends ;  a  wife,  and  children  too." Then  bursting 

into  a  wild  convulsive  laugh,  he  soon  became  exhausted,  and 
relapsed  into  insensibility. 

Mr.  Desbro's  feelings  now  became  too  acute  to  bear ;  and 
strange  and  horrible  surmises  floated  on  his  mind  ;  but  the 
surgeon,  to  whom  such  scenes  were  not  new,  ascribed  all  he 
saw  and  heard,  to  the  delirium  of  the  fever  which  now  raged 
in  the  veins  of  his  patient. 

At  six  o'  clock,  Mrs.  Wallace  and  Eliza  arose,  and  hasted 
to  prepare  breakfast  for  the  gentlemen,  who  had  taken  no- 
thing during  the  night  but  some  wine  and  water ;  neither  of 
the  ladies  appeared  to  have  rested,  their  fright  on  the  prece- 
ding evening  having  banished  sleep.  Eliza  said,  she  had 
once  fallen  into  a  dose,  but  her  dreams  had  been  so  terrific 
that  she  was  glad  when  she  awoke.  Her  uncle  turned  his 
eyes  involuntarily  towards  her,  and  again  something  darted 
across  his  mind,  but  he  dismissed  it  as  vague  and  romantic. 

When  he  returned  to  the  chamber  of  the  invalid,  the  sur- 
geon declared  the  necessity  of  again  opening  a  vein,  as  the 
fever  had  risen  to  an  alarming  height ;  this  was  done,  and  at 
nine  o'clock,  he  said  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  remain 
longer;  but,  giving  directions  for  the  treatment  of  his  patient 
during  his  absence,  he  promised  to  look  in  again  before  he 
went  home  to  dinner ;  and  he  advised  Mr.  Desbro  to  be  seen, 
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or  heard,  as  little  by  the  stranger  as  possible,  for  there  seemed 
a  something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  which  brought  some 
person  to  his  mind,  the  recollection  of  whom  might  be  pre- 
judicial to  his  recovery. 

It  was  then  agreed,  that  Mrs.  Wallace  and  Eliza  should 
visit  the  stranger  by  turns;  and  that  Mr.  Desbro,  when 
obliged  to  attend  him,  should  speak  as  low  as  possible;  the 
room  being  darkened  would  prevent  his  being  seen  sufficiently 
to  ascertain  if  his  features  resembled  those  of  any  particular 
person ;  and  as  soon  as  he  could  be  spared  from  home,  he 
should  go  to  the  hospital  at  Bayswater,  and  endeavour  to 
procure  a  nurse. 

The  necessity  of  a  proper  attendant  having  become  indis- 
pensable, Mr.  Desbro  set  out  to  engage  with  the  first  eligible 
person  he  could  find.  The  hospital  before-mentioned  being 
the  most  likely  place  wherein  he  could  succeed,  he  proceeded 
there  directly;  and  having  enquired  for  the  matron,  his 
astonishment  was  extreme  on  being  introduced  to  Mrs. 
Ellis  !  The  recognition  was  mutual ;  and  the  good  woman 
was  but  too  happy  in  being  able  to  procure  some  tidings  of 
the  dear  baby,  who  she  feared  had  not  been  able  to  survive 
the  journey  into  Devonshire.  But  when  she  heard  that  that 
baby  was  now  a  fine,  accomplished  young  woman,  her  joy 
knew  no  bounds;  and  she  humbly  requested  permission  to 
call  and  pay  her  respects  to  Miss.  This  was  readily  granted  , 
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and  Mrs.  Ellis  having  recommended  a  very  decent  woman 
to  attend  the  invalid,  Mr.  Desbro  gave  his  address,  with  di- 
rections for  the  nurse  to  follow  him  as  soon  as  possible.  He 
then  departed,  much  pleased  to  find  that  the  good  Mrs.  Ellis 
was  in  so  comfortable  and  respectable  a  situation. 

During  his  walk  home,  he  anticipated  the  pleasure  Eliza 
would  feel,  on  being  told  she  was  to  have  a  visit  from  her 
nurse,  the  woman  who  had  been  with  her  mother  in  her  latest 
moments,  and  who  had  cherished  her  at  her  own  bosom. 

But  far  different  were  the  feelings  he  was  fated  to  experi- 
ence on  his  arrival  at  home  ;  the  house  was  in  #  state  of  terrible 
confusion ;  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace  in  the  utmost  terror  and 
consternation ;  and  the  surgeon  who,  luckily,  had  just  ar- 
rived, was  dispatching  the  servant  for  one  of  his  assistants. 

This  gentleman  hailed  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Desbro  with 
feelings  little  short  of  rapture ;  and  without  waiting  to  give 
him  any  account  of  the  scene  before  him,  hurried  him  into 
the  chamber  of  the  stranger,  who  was  struggling  with  most 
horrible  convulsions. 

"  I  fear  now,"  said  he,  "  all  is  indeed  over  !  this  is  what 
I  dreaded." 

Mr.  Desbro  was  dreadfully  shocked  ;  he  assured  the  sur- 
geon that  his  directions  had  been  implicitly  followed  up  to  the 
time  of  his  leaving  the  house,  and  that  he  would  stake  his 
existence  on  the  carefulness  of  his  niece  and  the  other  lady. 
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"  Of  their  care  and  humanity,  Sir,  I  have  not  the  least 
doubt,"  replied  the  surgeon,  "  but  the  young  lady  seems  to 
be  acquainted  with  the  cause  of  this  sudden  and  violent  agi- 
tation of  my  patient." 

Mr.  Desbro  now  turned  to  leave  the  room,  in  order  to  en- 
quire into  the  meaning  of  all  this  mystery,  when  the  Surgeon 
requested  so  earnestly  that  he  would  remain  with  him  till 
his  assistant  could  arrive,  that  no  alternative  was  left,  but 
once  more  to  take  his  station  by  the  bedside  of  the  sufferer. 

They  made  several  fruitless  attempts  to  open  his  clenched 
hands. — Mr.  Desbro  at  length  succeeded,  when  he  discovered 
to  his  astonishment,  the  '  LOCKET- WATCH  !'  which  Eliza 
always  wore  in  her  bosom. 

The  sensation  he  now  experienced  was  something  more 
than  vague  surmise ;  his  heart  beat  as  if  it  would  burst  its 
confines ;  his  knees  smote  each  other ;  his  countenance  as- 
sumed the  livid  hue  of  death ;  when,  (as  if  determined  to 
confirm  his  suspicions  by  one  desperate  effort)  he  suddenly 
tore  open  the  bosom  of  the  stranger's  shirt,  and  beheld  — 
the  scar  of  a  deeply  inflicted  wound,  just  under  the  left 

breast! He  started  back,  clasped  his  hands,  and  with 

the  exclamation  of  Courtney !  darted  from  the  room,  nor 
did  he  stop  till  he  reached  the  parlour,  where  he  fell  nearly 
motionless. 

Mrs.  Wallace  and  Eliza  both  flew  to  him ;  but  it  was 
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some  time  before  he  seemed  sensible  of  their  attentions ;  as 
soon,  however  as  he  did,  the  former  said,  "is  it  over?" 

"  Good  heaven  forbid  it  were,"  faintly  articulated  Mr. 
Desbro. 

The  two  ladies  looked  inquisitively  at  each  other,  till  Mr. 
Desbro,  having  taken  a  glass  of  water  with  some  drops, 
requested  Eliza  would  inform  him  by  what  means  her  locket 
came  into  the  hands  of  the  stranger  ? 

She  told  him,  that  having  gone  into  the  room  several 
times  in  her  turn  during  his  absence,  the  last  time  she  went, 
the  invalid  appeared  to  have  just  awoke  ;  .and  apologizing, 
as  well  as  his  weak  state  would  allow,  for  the  trouble  he 
gave,  requested  some  drink.  She  procured  a  glass  of  toast- 
water,  which  she  was  obliged  to  hold  to  his  lips  ;  in  bending 
over  the  bed,  the  locket  slipped  out  of  her  bosom,  which  he 
perceiving,  looked  at  it  with  a  wildness  that  alarmed  her ; 
but  which,  as  she  was  going  to  replace,  he  eagerly  grasped ; 
and,  fixing  his  eyes  earnestly  on  her  face,  besought  her,  as  she 
valued  the  peace  of  a  dying  man,  or  her  own  happiness  here 
and  hereafter,  to  tell  him  where  she  got  that  Locket  ?  She  told 
him  it  had  been  her  mother's ;  he  became  violently  agitated, 
and  asked  in  whose  house  he  then  was  ?  Upon  being  told ; 
he  exclaimed,  this  indeed  is  retribution !  and  fell  imme- 
diately into  the  state  in  which  the  surgeon  had  found  him. 

"  And  does  not  your  mind  tell  you  something  more,  my 
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child  ? "  said  Mr.  Desbro,  as  he  looked  with  an  air  of  com- 
passion at  the  trembling  Eliza. 

"  Too  well  indeed,"  she  replied,  bursting  into  tears.  "  My 
foreboding  heart  has  already  prepared  me ;  and  1  wait  but  his 
returning  sense,  to  throw  myself  at  the  feet  of  a  deeply  erring, 
but,  I  hope,  repentant  parent. 

"  And  can  you  so  soon  forget  your  uncle's  injuries  ?  un- 
grateful girl !  Can  you  so  soon  forgive  your  mother's  mur- 
derer ?  "  demanded  Mr.  Desbro,  in  great  anger. 

Eliza  answered  only  by  her  sobs ;  but  Mrs.  Wallace  rose 
from  her  chair,  advanced  to  Mr.  Desbro,  and  laying  her  hand 
on  his  arm,  said,  with  more  than  usual  emphasis.  "  And 
can  you  wish  her  to  forget  the  lessons  of  piety  and  forbear- 
ance which  have  been  so  ably  impressed  on  her  mind,  by  the 
example,  as  well  as  precept,  of  my  dear  departed  brother?" 

Not  receiving  any  answer,  she  continued,  raising  her  hands 
and  eyes  towards  heaven — "  Oh  my  beloved  George  !  if  thy 
spirit  be  indeed  permitted  to  watch  over  those  whom  thou 
hast  left,  inspire  me  with  some  portion  of  thy  eloquence  in 
this  most  trying  moment !  "  And  looking  earnestly  at  the 
person  she  was  addressing,  said,  "  Alas  !  how  near  were  you 
to  being  deprived  of  the  hope  of  that  pardon  which  now  you 
refuse  to  grant.  Had  the  wretched  Courtney  fallen  beneath 
your  rage,  where  could  you  have  looked  for  happiness  ?  even 
though  you  had  escaped  punishment.  You  wrested  judg- 
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ment  from  the  hands  of  the  Most  High  ;  but  he  !  in  his 
mercy,  averted  that  evil  from  you ;  and  has  reserved  for  you 
the  double  blessing  of  pardoning  the  culprit,  and  hearing  the 
joyful  words  of  his  repentance." 

Mr.  Desbro  could  no  longer  restrain  his  tears ;  he  rose 
from  his  seat,  fixed  a  calm  and  grateful  look  on  Mrs.-  Wal- 
lace, and  an  affectionate  one  on  the  still  weeping  Eliza,  and 
hastening  from  the  parlour,  shut  himself  in  the  library ;  as 
was  his  custom  when  labouring  under  peculiar  irritability  of 
feelings. 

As  soon  as  Mrs.  Wallace  and  Eliza  found  themselves  alone, 
their  conversation  naturally  turned  to  the  strange  events 
which  had  befallen  them  within  the  last  twenty  four  hours. 
The  latter  bitterly  lamenting  the  pertinacity  with  which  her 
uncle  seemed  determined  to  preserve  his  hatred  towards  the 
apparently  repenting  Courtney. 

"The  feelings  of  your  uncle  and  yourself,  my  love,"  said 
Mrs.  Wallace,  "  are  equally  excusable,  because  they  are 
equally  natural,  and  perfectly  consistent  with  the  situations 
in  which  you  respectively  stand  in  regard  to  this  unfortunate 
individual.  You  cannot  suppose  it  possible,  that  Mr.  Des- 
bro can  see  him  without  emotion,  which  is  called  forth  by 
the  renewed  recollection  of  those  scenes,  in  which  they  were 
both  such  conspicuous  actors.  He  sees  Courtney  as  the 
marl  whom  he  once  thought  his  truest  friend,  when  in  fact 
he  was  his  bitterest  enemy  :  the  man  who  gave  a  stab  to  his 
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peace  which  may  never  be  thoroughly  healed.  But  with 
you,  it  is  somewhat  different ;  the  circumstances  under 
which  you  first  saw  him,  were  such  as  could  only  excite 
your  warmest  pity,  and  exercise  your  most  active  humanity ; 
with  your  heart  thus  softened  towards  him,  and  thus  sud- 
denly apprized  of  your  consanguinity  to  each  other,  it  is  by 
no  means  surprising,  that  in  your  interest  for  the  person,  you 
should  endeavour  to  forget  his  crimes  ;  that  is  certainly  na- 
tural ;  but  that  you  could  ever  feel  anything  like  affection 
for  him,  is  as  unnatural  as  it  would  be  impossible.  Such  a 
catalogue  of  vices  would  shock  you  even  in  a  stranger ;  but 

in  a  parent! — in  a  father! Oh  merciful  heaven!     Be 

thankful  my  child,  that  under  this  roof  he  may  be  brought 
to  a  sense  of  his  miseries,  and  be  able  to  prepare  for  that 
eternal  rest  he  so  soon  will  have." 

"Do  you  think  it  impossible  he  can  recover?"  faintly 
enquired  Eliza. 

"  Nothing  is  impossible,  my  dear ;  but  that  is,  I  think, 
very  improbable." 

They  were  here  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  sur- 
geon, who  gave  a  more  favorable  account  of  his  patient  than 
could  have  been  expected,  he  was  now  ;  he  said,  quite  calm, 
and  perfectly  safe  with  the  nurse  and  his  assistant,  and  that 
he  would  see  him  again  in  the  evening,  when  he  hoped  to 
hear  that  he  had  had  some  sleep. 
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Eliza,  eager  to  catch  at  anything  like  hope,  hung  with 
delight  on  what  the  medical  gentleman  had  just  said ;  not 
that  she  looked  forward  to  any  pleasure  in  the  event  of  his 
recovery ;  but  might  he  not  alter  his  life,  and  endeavour  in 
some  degree  to  atone  for  past  offences  ?  And- much  as  she 
felt  the  reasonableness  of  Mrs.  Wallace's  argument,  she  still 
fancied  that  if  he  were  to  recover,  and  become  such  as  she 
wished,  nature  and  her  own  sense  of  duty,  might  make  her 
forget  her  mother's  wrongs  and  her  own  disgraceful  birth,  in 
behalf  of  her  penitent  father. 

Full  of  these  thoughts,  she  stole  softly  into  the  sick-cham- 
ber; and  to  her  unspeakable  satisfaction,  found  him  dozing. 
Mr.  Desbro  returned  into  the  parlour ;  but  his  looks  were 
gloomy  ;  his  natural  disposition  seemed  at  war  with  his  pre- 
sent feelings;  it  was  evident  he  regretted  Courtney's  being 
in  his  house ;  but  was  more  than  ever  anxious  that  he  should 
be  treated  with  hospitality. 

A  profound  silence  prevailed ;  no  one  being  inclined  for 
any  conversation;  when  the  nurse,  tapping  gently  at  the 
parlour  door,  said,  the  gentleman  was  awake  and  had  en- 
quired for  Mr.  Desbro. 

Had  he  seen  a  rattlesnake  about  to  destroy  him,  it  is 
probable  that  he  might  have  been  less  alarmed.  At  first, 
he  declared  his  utter  inability  to  go  to  him  ;  but  the  tears  of 
Eliza  and  the  remonstrances  of  Mrs.  Wallace,  at  length 
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prevailed,  and  with  slow,  unsteady  steps,  he  ascended  into 
the  chamber  of  the  invalid. 

He  approached  the  bed,  without  speaking;  but  when 
Courtney,  hiding  his  face  with  one  hand,  extended  the 
other,  and  in  a  faint,  hollow  voice,  exclaimed,  "  Frederick  ! 
can  you  forgive  the  wretch  who  has  destroyed  you  ?  "  His 
resentment  in  an  instant  subsided  ;  lie  took  the  cold,  clammy 
hand  which  was  presented  to  him  ;  and,  in  a  voice  scarcely 
articulate,  enquired  if  he  should  dismiss  the  attendants? 
Having  been  answered  in  the  affirmative,  he  directed  them 
to  leave  the  room ;  but  to  be  within  call. 

Mr.  Desbro  then  took  his  seat  by  the  bedside,  and|waited 
in  trembling  impatience  for  what  Courtney  might  have  to 
say.  From  the  effects  of  weakness  and  emotion,  it  was  with 
much  difficulty  that  the  few  words  he  spoke,  could  be  under- 
stood ;  while  he  said — "  Did  I  dream,  or  did  I  see  Eliza's 
child?" 

"  It  was  no  dream,"  'replied  Mr.  Desbro,  "  you  have 
seen  your  Daughter" 

A  heart-rending  groan  burst  from  the  lips  of  Courtney  as 
he  repeated  the  word,  daughter.  "  I  am  undeserving  such 
a  blessing ;  I  spurned  my  blessings  from  me  ;  and  fate  has 
converted  them  into  curses.  Tell  me,"  he  continued,  while 
he  grasped  (with  his  little  remaining  strength)  the  arm  of  his 
auditor,  "  has  she  not  been  taught  to  despise  me? — yes,  I 
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know  she  has — she  will  hate  me, — mock  at  the  sound  of  my 
name, — curse  me ; — and  so  she  ought.  I  first  reversed  the 
order  of  nature,  and  she  will  follow  my  example.  It  is  no 
more  than  right,  children  should  always  follow  the  example 

of  their  parents." He  burst  into  a  convulsive  laugh,  and 

Mr.  Desbro  fearing  he  was  again  becoming  delirious,  would 
have  summoned  the  attendants ;  but  on  looking  at  him,  saw 
that  he  lay  quite  exhausted.  In  a  few  minutes  he  again  be- 
came collected ;  and  in  a  supplicating  tone,  said,  "  Do  you 
think  my  child  would  see  me  ? " 

"  See  you  !  certainly  ;  but  you  must  endeavour  to  be  more 
composed,  or  you  will  terrify  her,"  said  Mr.  Desbro.  "  Will 
you  see  her  now  ? " 

Courtney  at  first,  said  yes.  But  when  Mr.  Desbro  was 
going  to  fetch  Eliza,  he  called  out,  no,  no,  I  cannot  bear  it. 
A  long  pause  ensued ;  when  the  suffering  Courtney  broke 
silence  by  asking  how  his  girl  had  been  named  ? 

"  After  her  mother,"  replied  Desbro,  in  a  faltering  voice. 
Courtney  clasped  his  hands,  and  was  for  a  few  moments  silent. 
"  This  is  indeed  justice  ;  my  own  child  becomes  my  punish- 
ment. The  stature, — the  look, — the  name, — all  combine  to 
torture  me.  The  child  whose  very  existence  reflects  disgrace 
upon  me,  is  the  one  whose  presence  will  constantly  haunt 
me  ;  while  the  one  whom  I  could  have  looked  upon  without 
a  blush,  is  perhaps  numbered  with  the  dead ;  but  it  is  fit  that 
it  should  be  so." 

VOL.  II.  I 


116  FICTION    WITHOUT     ROMANCE; 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  (afraid  to  tell  him  too  ab- 
ruptly,) "your  son  yet  lives."  Courtney  sighed:  "If  it 
even  were  so,  he  is  far  distant ;  I  have  every  reason  to  sup- 
pose, his  mother  took  him  to  America ;  this  country  was  cer- 
tainly not  a  place  for  him  when  his  father  became  amenable 
to  its  laws." 

"  Is  it  impossible  that  he  might  have  returned  to  England  ?" 
said  Mr.  Desbro;  "might  he  not  be  in  London  even  at  this 
very  time  ? " 

Courtney,  by  an  effort  almost  supernatural,  raised  himself; 
and  casting  a  look  on  his  host,  at  once  expressive  of  hope, 
fear,  and  curiosity,  begged  him  if  he  knew  any  thing,  (which 
his  manner  made  him  think  he  did,)  to  have  pity  on  him, 
and  relieve  his  suspense.  Mr.  Desbro,  therefore,  cautiously 
as  possible,  told  him  the  truth ;  but  all  the  precaution  could 
not  prevent  the  effect  this  intelligence  had  on  the  debilitated 
frame  of  Courtney.  Mr.  Desbro  entertained  the  most  serious 
fears  for  his  life  and  could  by  no  means,  venture  any  more 
conversation :  he  summoned  his  attendants,  and  after  seeing 
him  take  some  restorative  drops,  left  him. 

"  I  fear,  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Desbro  to  Eliza,  as  he  entered 
the  parlour,  "  it  will  be  some  time  before  your  unhappy  pa- 
rent will  be  able  to  see  you ;  your  resemblance  to  your 
mother,  would,  I  fear,  annihilate  him ;  and  though  I  now 
begin  to  think  his  recovery  impossible,  yet  I  should  consider 
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it  as  highly  wrong,  to  do  any  thing  which  might  hasten  his 
dissolution.  His  sense  of  abused  honor,  seems  his  most 
predominant  feeling ;  and  while  he  fancies  he  would  read 
reproach  in  every  feature  of  your  countenance,  he  looks  for- 
ward to  the  sight  of  Henry,  as  a  consolation  for  his  miseries. 
Poor  unhappy  man,  he  thinks  not  of  his  neglect !  of  the  in- 
jury he  did  that  youth  when  he  abandoned  him,  and  left  him 
to  the  sole  guidance  of  his  poor  heart- stricken  mother ;  he 
thinks  the  legitimacy  of  his  birth  a  sufficient  compensation 
for  all  the  misfortunes  which  might  have  befallen  him. 

ft  was  late  in  the  evening  when  Henry  arrived ;  he  re- 
ceived the  communication  Mr.  Desbro  bad  to  make,  with 
less  surprise  than  had  been  anticipated,  though  not  with 
less  emotion.  For  so  wonderful  to  him  was  the  discovery 
of  his  sister,  that  he  was  now  fully  prepared  for  any,  and 
every  thing  which  might  occur.  But  he  was  rather  per- 
plexed with  regard  to  himself;  to  leave  the  house  again  that 
night,  while  his  unfortunate  parent  lay  struggling  in  the 
arms  of  death,  was  not  to  be  thought  of;  to  remain  there 
without  apprizing  his  friends  in  the  city,  would  be  also 
highly  reprehensible.  While  debating  within  himself,  he 
thought  of  the  horse,  which  he  learnt  had  been  conveyed  to 
a  livery  stable  in  the  neighbourhood  ;  he  therefore  proposed 
to  avail  himself  of  it,  to  ride  immediately  to  Mr.  Morland's, 
and  return  with  all  possible  speed. 
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During  the  absence  of  Henry,  Mr.  Desbro,  Eliza,  and 
Mrs.  Wallace,  held  a  consultation  on  the  propriety  of  mak- 
ing the  surgeon  a  confident  in  the  affair.  He  was  a  man  of 
the  highest  respectability  ;  and  it  was  unanimously  agreed, 
that  he  should  be  informed  of  as  much  as  could  be  told  him 
without  exposing  the  most  material  circumstances,  as  he 
must  naturally  be  a  little  curious,  after  the  conversation 
which  he  had  with  Mr.  Desbro,  on  the  subject.  Shortly 
after,  the  gentleman  in  question  arrived,  and  was  told,  that 
his  patient  had  but  just  returned  to  England,  after  an  ab- 
sence of  many  years,  to  reclaim  his  son  and  daughter,  who 
had  been  left  under  the  protection  of  their  uncle  during  his 
temporary  exile ;  and  that  the  unfortunate  accident  had  ac- 
tually been  the  means  of  conveying  him  to  the  very  house 
he  was  in  search  of ;  the  letter  which  he  had  sent  to  an- 
nounce his  arrival,  having  by  some  unforeseen  means, 
miscarried. 

However  improbable  this  story  might  appear,  the  person  to 
whom  it  was  addressed,  had  too  much  politness  to  appear  to 
doubt  it ;  he  made  no  other  comment  than  a  lamentation 
that  he  should  have  been  restored  to  his  children  only  to  be 
torn  from  them  for  ever,  as  he  made  no  scruple  in  saying, 
that  he  had  but  very  little  hopes  of  him ;  and  took  the  liberty 
of  hinting  the  necessity  of  his  being  advised  to  settle  his  tem- 
poral concerns,  as  he  thought  eight  and  forty  hours  would 
terminate  his  mortal  career. 
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When  the  aforesaid  gentleman  again  entered  the  parlour, 
he  was  followed  by  his  assistant,  whose  presence  was  no  longer 
necessary,  the  nurse  being  fully  competent  for  all  that  might 
be  required  at  present,  as  the  patient's  symptoms  had  become 
more  favorable  within  the  last  three  hours.  The  surgeon 
once  more  begged  the  utmost  attention  to  be  paid  to  his 
being  kept  perfectly  quiet.  "  I  do  not  say,'''  said  he,  "  that 
it  will  restore  him ;  I  think  him  beyond  all  human  aid  ;  but 
it  will  certainly  soothe  his  last  moments,  and  enable  him  to 
collect  himself  for  the  sake  of  any  thing  he  may  wish  to  say 
to  those  about  him."  He  now  took  his  leave  for  the  night, 
after  desiring  that  he  might  be  called  if  any  material  change 
took  place. 

When  Henry  returned,  he  appeared  much  satisfied  with 
what  had  been  done  in  his  absence,  as  it  would  certainly  tend 
to  remove  any  appearance  of  mystery  which  things  might 
wear. 

Mr.  Desbro  strenuously  advised  Henry  not  to  see  his  father 
that  night,  as  the  emotions  which  their  meeting  might  pro- 
duce, would  but  too  probably  cause  the  effects  so  much 
dreaded  by  the  surgeon.  Henry  was  on  the  point  of  ac- 
quiescing with  his  friend,  when  the  nurse  came  down  to 
request  Mr.  Desbro's  immediate  presence  in  the  chamber  of 
the  invalid. 

Notwithstanding  all  the  charitable  feelings,  and  the  for- 
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giveness  he  had  so  lately  extended  to  Courtney,  still  a 
nameless  something  accompanied  the  idea  of  being  in  his 
presence,  and  an  universal  trembling  seized  Mr.  Desbro  as 
he  rose  from  his  chair  to  follow  the  messenger.  He,  however, 
went,  and  was  astonished  to  see  the  calm  serenity  which 
pervaded  the  countenance  of  the  sutferer ;  but  his  weakness 
considerably  increased. 

"Frederick!"  said  he,  in  a  faint  voice,  "  I  was  led  to 
hope,  that  my  sufferings,  added  to  my  deep  contrition,  had 
(little  as  I  deserve  it,)  softened  your  heart  in  my  favour.  I 
ventured  to  hope — you  had — forgiven  me." 

Mr.  Desbro  replied,  by  pressing  the  hand  which  had  been 
held  out  to  him;  and  Courtney  continued — "I  no  longer 
wish  to  live ;  my  crimes  have  long  since  made  life  hateful 
to  me ;  yet  I  endeavoured  to  preserve  my  existence  because 
I  was  afraid  to  die.  But  that  fear  begins  to  give  way  to 
something  like  hope ;  I  feel  a  sensation  I  never  felt  before, 
and  look  forward  to  the  moment  of  my  emancipation  from 
this  mortal  coil,  this  worldly  slavery,  with  a  rapture 
indescribable." 

Mr.  Desbro  strove  in  vain  to  speak ;  he  now  felt  that  he 
had  indeed  forgiven  Courtney ;  the  calm  serenity  which  per- 
vaded his  palid  features — the  smile  of  hope  which  irradiated 
his  once  fine,  and  still  intelligent,  countenance — indicated 
the  confidence  with  which  he  anticipated  the  pardon  of  the 
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Most  High.  "  A.nd  shall  the  creature,"  mentally  exclaimed 
Desbro,  "  be  less  lenient  than  the  Creator  ? " — Yet  when 
busy  memory  led  him  back  to  scenes  long  past;— when  in 
imagination,  he  beheld  his  sister  stretched  on  the  bed  of 
death,  who,  but  for  the  man  before  him,  had  now  been  living 
and  happy  ; — when  he  thought  of  the  disgraceful  birth  of  his 
adored  Eliza, — he  involuntarily  shuddered,  covered  his  face 
with  his  hands,  and  was  turning  to  leave  the  room ;  when 
Courtney,  observing  him,  said,  with  a  deep  convulsive  sigh, 
"  I  know  the  sight  of  me  is  hateful  to  you.  Alas  !  dear, 
injured  friend,  it  is  easier  to  forgive  than  to  forget ;  indeed, 
I  hardly  think  that  the  heart  can  freely  pardon,  while  the 
mind  retains  the  sense  of  its  injuries.  Oh  !  Desbro,  had  f 
been  as  fortunately  situated  during  my  early  youth  as  you 
were, — to  have  had  the  moral  parts  of  my  education  so 
finely  blended  with  the  intellectual — how  different  a  man 
might  I  now  have  been." 

Much  as  Mr.  Desbro  was  interested  by  the  discourse 
of  Courtney,  he  was  nevertheless  anxious  to  enforce  that 
silence  which  the  surgeon  had  so  strongly  imposed.  In  the 
most  earnest  and  affectionate  manner,  he  besought  him  to  cease 
speaking,  and  endeavour  to  compose  himself  to  rest.  The 
effects  of  his  volubility  were  visible;  his  countenance  was 
flushed ;  his  hands  burned  ;  and  he  seemed  but  little  refreshed 
by  the  liquids  that  were  continually  applied  to  his  lips.  He 
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fixed  his  haggard  eyes  steadfastly  on  Desbro ;  clasped  his 
hands  in  an  attitude  of  suplication ;  and  in  a  voice,  the  tones 
of  which  seemed  nearly  extinct,  said,  "  Tell  me  but  one 
thing,  and  I  will  be  all  you  wish ;  do  not  deceive  me ! — How 
are  my  children  disposed  towards  me  ? — Have  they  not  been 
taught  to  hate  me? — For  mercy's  sake  speak !"  Mr.  Desbro, 
pressing  the  uplifted  hands  of  Courtney  within  his  own,  re- 
plied, in  a  slow  and  solemn  tone,  "  No  !  so  heaven  prosper 
me ;  they  have  been  taught  to  pity  more  than  to  condemn ;  and 
they  are  both  ready  to  acknowledge  at  your  feet,  all  that  is 
due  to  a  father !  They  wait  but  till  your  strength  is  equal 
to  the  task  of  seeing  them." 

During  Mr.  Desbro's  speech,  Courtney  had,  with 
difficulty,  raised  himself;  he  trembled  excessively ;  he  wished 
to  speak, — but  his  lips  quivered  in  silence  ;  and,  letting  his 
head  fall  on  Mr.  Desbro's  breast,  burst  into  a  convulsive 
flood  of  tears.  This  alone  would  have  been  enough  to  subdue 
the  feelings  of  a  man  whose  heart  had  been  cast  in  a  harder 
mould  than  that  of  Desbro ;  but  when  he  thought  of  his 
penitence, — his  sufferings, — and,  above  all,  the  earnestness 
with  which  he  implored  that  pardon  he  feared  to  obtain, — all 
resentment  fled.  He  supported  him  on  his  bosom  ;  mingled 
his  tears  with  his ;  and,  in  that  moment,  the  highly  provoked 
animosity  of  years,  was  buried  in  oblivion  :  —  buried, — and 
for  ever ! 
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The  disposition  of  Desbro  was  not  that  which  would  revert 
to  anything  once  atoned  for ;  and  that  Courtney  had  atoned, 
both  in  body  and  mind,  his  own  feelings  told  him.  He  re- 
membered him  now  only  as  that  Courtney  who,  in  happier 
days,  had  appeared  the  being  which  his  fond  imagination 
painted,  ere  he  discovered  those  horrid  propensities  which 
had  destroyed  the  peace  of  both,  and  which  would  eventually 
consign  the  latter  to  an  early  tomb. 

When  the  violent  ebullition  of  Courtney's  sensibility  had 
subsided,  he  endeavoured  to  express  his  sense  of  Mr.  Des- 
bro's  kindness,  but  in  vain ;  he  sunk  once  more  on  his  pillow ; 
and  his  host  observing  that  he  had  closed  his  eyes,  left  him, 
and  returned  to  the  parlour. 

It  was  near  three  o'clock,  yet  no  one  had  shewn  the  least 
desire  for  rest.  The  deepest  interest  prevailed  through  the 
house;  and  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty,  that  Eliza 
and  Mrs.  Wallace  could  be  prevailed  on  to  retire  for  a  few 
hours;  nor  would  the  former  have  yielded  to  any  persuasion, 
had  not  Henry  pointed  out  to  her  the  necessity  of  recruiting 
her  spirits  previous  to  the  awful  scene  in  which  they  both 
would  have  to  appear  to-morrow,  when  they  would  stand  in 
need  of  all  the  fortitude  they  could  collect,  in  order  to  sup- 
port the  spirits  of  their  expiring  parent.  Eliza  sighed  as- 
sent ;  and,  after  receiving  a  fraternal  embrace,  retired  with 
Mrs.  Wallace  to  her  chamber. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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How  she  rested,  I  must  leave  to  the  imagination  of  such 
of  my  readers  as  may  have  been  in  similar  situations. 

There  is  a  something  in  the  idea  of  death,  which  spreads 
a  gloom  over  the  most  undaunted  mind,  under  whatever 
circumstances  the  meagre  monarch  may  make  his  appear- 
ance. The  exit  of  the  wicked,  often  makes  his  fellow  sinner 
tremble ;  while  that  of  a  good  man  inspires  a  sensation  some- 
thing between  hope  and  fear,  but  such  as  is  altogether  in- 
describable. The  most  elaborate  sermon,  the  most  serious 
admonition,  will  often  fail  in  the  effects  they  are  intended  to 
produce  ;  while  the  sight  of  a  lifeless  corpse,  a  poor  inani- 
mate piece  of  clay,  will  arouse  the  human  species  to  a  sense 
of  their  own  nothingness,  more  than  the  most  erudite  effu- 
sions of  the  bright  jewel  of  which  it  has  been  the  casket. 

This  is  by  some  called/ear, — what  a  mistaken  name  !— It 
is  not  in  our  nature  to  fear  that  from  which  we  apprehend  no 
danger ;  it  is  a  conviction  that  there  is  a  somewhere  !  beyond 
our  sphere,  and  a  something !  !  that  dwells  therein.  And 
however  the  age  of  scepticism  may  encourage  its  disciples  to 
affect  incredulity,  it  is  a  doctrine  at  once  fallacious  and  unna- 
tural, which  must  ultimately  give  way  to  the  evidence  of  rea- 
son. There  are  no  atheists!  at  least  there  can  be  no  rational 
ones;  an  atheist  must  undoubtedly  be — a  mad-man  ! ! ! 

My  light-hearted,  or  rather  light-headed  readers  will,  in 
all  probability,  not  thank  me  for  this  long  and  grave  digres- 
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sion;  but  my  little  tale  may  probably  fall  into  the  hands  of 
some  who  may  not  condemn  it  on  that  account ;  and  to 
them  I  submit  it. 

Notwithstanding  the  little  rest  that  our  heroine  had  been 
able  to  obtain,  she  was  in  the  parlour  before  seven  the  next 
morning- ;  but  would  not  allow  Mrs.  Wallace  (whose  daily 
increasing  infirmities  rendered  her  incapable  of  rising  early) 
to  be  disturbed.  Eliza  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing,  that 
her  father  had  passed  the  night  better  than  had  been  expected. 
His  fever  had  nearly  left  him ;  but  his  weakness  had  increased 
to  so  great  a  degree,  that  he  could  scarcely -move  his  hand 
without  assistance ;  yet  he  seemed  desirous  to  speak ;  at  times 
he  raised  his  voice  for  a  few  moments,  to  more  than  natural 
firmness ;  but  he  soon  became  exhausted. 

About  nine,  his  medical  friend  arrived,  who,  after  passing 
some  time  with  him,  expressed  much  disappointment  that  his 
advice  of  yesterday  had  not  been  attended  to.  "  He  grows 
weaker  every  hour,"  said  that  gentleman,  "  his  mind  seems 
big  with  some  important  secret;  and  I  think  it  is  cruelty 
thus  to  keep  him,  on  the  verge  of  eternity." 

"  And  is  there  no  hope,  Sir  ?  "  said  Eliza,  her  eyes  swim- 
ming in  tears. 

"  I  am  sorry,  my  dear  young  lady,  I  can  give  you  none," 
was  the  candid  reply. 

She  rose  from  her  chair ;  and  putting  her  hand  within  that 
of  her  uncle,  signified  her  desire  of  going  up  stairs. 

K  2 
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Mr.  Desbro  assented  to  her  wish,  and  together  they  en- 
tered Courtney's  chamber.  He  had  been  raised  in  a  sitting 
posture ;  but  though  closely  supported  by  pillows,  it  was  with 
much  difficulty  he  could  maintain  the  position  in  which  he 
had  been  placed. 

Eliza's  presence  of  mind  did  not  forsake  her  for  a  moment, 
she  sunk  on  her  knees  by  the  bedside,  and  crossing  her  hands 
on  her  bosom,  looked  timidly  up  to  see  if  he  would  notice 
her,  while  Mr.  Desbro  stood  by  her  side,  a  silent  spectator  of 
the  scene. 

Courtney  surveyed  her  for  some  moments,  in  silence ;  at 
length  he  said,  "  My  poor  girl !  this  is  indeed  mockery. 
Did  you  know  how  little  I  deserved  such  homage,  you  could 
not,  would  not  offer  it.  "  Tis  I,  who  ought  rather  to  kneel 
to  you,  and  beg  forgiveness  for  the  disgrace  which  I  have 
entailed  upon  you."  He  now  closed  his  eyes ;  "  I  cannot 
bear  to  look  upon  you,"  said  he,  "just  so  your  mother  looked, 
when  she  kneeled  before  the  Altar  which  I  polluted  with  the 
blackest  perjury,  and  brought  death  to  her,  and  damnation 

"  Hold ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Desbro;  "  are  you  the  same  who 
but  last  night  spoke  so  sweetly  of  a  Christian's  death,  and 
heaven's  forgiveness  ?  And  will  you  not  receive  this  poor 
unoffending  child  ?  Oh  Charles!  why  will  you  waste  the 
precious  moments  thus  ?  If  my  poor  sister's  wrongs  afflict 
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you,  make  restitution  here."  Eliza  had  risen  from  her  knees, 
and  taken  one  of  Courtney's  hands ;  but  he  drew  it  from  her, 
and  fixing  his  eyes  on  Desbro,  said,  "  Restitution !  oh  yes  ! 
I  can  make  ample  restitution ;  I  have  wealth  beyond  her 
most  sanguine  wishes." 

"  Oh  !  Sir,"  said  Eliza,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  again  taking 
the  hand  which  he  had  not  power  to  withdraw,  "  how  little 
do  you  know  me ;  it  is  not  wealth  your  daughter  covets ;  it 
is  but  to  be  acknowledged ;  take  me  but  for  a  moment  to 
your  bosom,  and  say  I  am  your  child." 

"  My  child  !  no,  you  are  too  good ;  my  tduch  would  con- 
taminate you.  Not  all  the  tears  that  I  could  shed,  were  I 
to  weep  rivers,  would  wash  away  the  stain  with  which  I  have 
marked  you. — Henry  !  my  boy  !  my  poor  deserted  boy !  and 
yet  the  only  being  I  can  look  upon  without  reproach,  will 
you  not  see  me?  "  Henry,  who  had  been  waiting  without, 
now  rushed  into  the  room,  but  was  prevented  kneeling,  by 
a  sudden  and  violent  effort  which  Courtney  made;  and  by 
which  he  would  infallibly  have  fallen  from  the  bed,  had  not 
Henry's  arms  been  extended  to  receive  him. 

He  lay  without  sense  or  motion ;  and  so  long  did  he  con- 
tinue in  that  state  of  unconsciousness,  that  those  about  him 
feared  he  had  breathed  his  last.  At  length,  however,  con- 
vulsive sighs  and  deep  groans  indicated  that  he  still  lived ; 
Henry,  gently  disengaging  his  arms,  assisted  in  replacing 
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him  in  his  bed,  and  gave  him  some  drops,  which  much  revived 
him ;  but  he  seemed  unfit  for  further  exertion ;  and,  motioning 
for  Henry  not  to  leave  him,  he  appeared  trying  to  compose 
himself  to  rest.  Mr.  Desbro  and  Eliza  withdrew. 

When  in  the  parlour,  Eliza  no  longer  strove  to  repress  her 
feelings ;  but  on  the  bosom  of  Mrs.  Wallace,  gave  free  vent 
to  her  tears.  She  contrasted  the  death-bed  of  her  father 
with  that  of  Mr.  Howard ;  and  deeply  mourned  the  difference. 
She  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  Courtney's  going  out  of  the 
world  without  shewing  her  some  mark  of  parental  affection, 
while  she  trembled  at  the  agitation  into  which  her  presence 
seemed  to  throw  him ;  she  told  all  her  thoughts  to  Mrs. 
Wallace,  who  gave  it  as  her  opinion,  that  she  had  better  not 
go  into  the  room  again,  unless  he  expressed  a  wish  to 
see  her. 

Several  hours  now  elapsed  without  any  particular  incident; 
dinner  was  served  as  it  had  been  the  two  preceding  days, 
and  again  removed  nearly  untouched ;  when  Mrs.  Wallace, 
having  obliged  Eliza  to  take  some  wine,  prevailed  on  her  to 
lie  down,  and  endeavour  to  get  a  little  sleep. 

Eliza  enjoyed  three  hours  of  uninterrupted  repose ;  and 
when  she  awoke,  it  was  long  ere  she  could  recall  her  scattered 
senses.  The  passed  seemed  like  an  unpleasant  dream,  of 
which  she  retained  only  a  confused  remembrance ;  she,  how- 
ever, descended  to  the  parlour,  where  she  found  James 
Morland  at  tea  with  the  rest  of  the  familv. 
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He  addressed  her  in  a  manner  which  thoroughly  demon- 
strated how  perfectly  he  comprehended  her  present  feelings ; 
he  forebore  to  speak  of  Courtney,  yet  there  was  a  something 
in  his  manner,  that  denoted  a  sympathy  of  the  most  delicate 
kind,  and  a  wish  to  administer  consolation. 

Eliza's  mind  was  too  thoroughly  refined,  not  to  understand 
his  every  look ;  and  the  conversation  imperceptibly  became 
of  that  kind,  in  which  cheerfulness  and  piety  are  insensibly 
blended.  Morland  spoke  of  his  sister,  and  begged  that  Eliza 
would  allow  her  to  become  her  companion  during  this  pain- 
ful term. 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Eliza,  sighing,  "  thatj  could  never 
permit;  this  house,  in  its  present  state,  would  be  ill  calcu- 
lated for  the  abode  of  Jessy." 

"  My  dear,  generous  girl ! "  said  James,  taking  her  hand, 
"  do  you  then  think  my  sister  so  selfish,  as  not  to  be  able  to 
make  some  sacrifices  for  the  friends  she  loves  ?  or  that  all  her 
better  feelings  are  ingulfed  in  the  whirlpool  of  merriment  I " 

"  No,  indeed,"  returned  Eliza,  "  I'anr  convinced  that  is 
not  the  case ;  her  genuine  humour  and  innocent  mirth,  con- 
ceal an  excellent  heart;  and  where  I  in  any  want  of 
assistance,  I  should  not  hesitate  a  moment  in  taxing  the 
friendship  of  my  kind  Jessy ;  but  cold  and  selfish  must  that 
heart  be,  which  could  desire  the  presence  of  a  friend,  for  no 
other  purpose  than  to  witness  calamities  they  cannot  alleviate, 
and  participate  in  sorrows  they  cannot  console." 
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"  Then  you  would  rob  friendship  of  half  its  duties  ?  "  said 
Henry,  "  you  may  be  an  adept  in  that  sort  of  theory,  but  I 
much  doubt  if  you  would  make  any  great  progress  in  the 
practice." 

Eliza  faintly  smiled,  and  was  about  to  answer ;  when  a 
message  from  Courtney,  requesting  the  immediate  presence 
of  his  son  and  daughter,  put  a  stop  to  the  conversation  ;  and 
they  left  the  room  accompanied  by  Mr.  Desbro. 

Mrs.  Wallace,  at  James's  request,  now  related  to  him  the 
whole  of  the  sad  occurrence  which  had  occasioned  the  unhappy 
Courtney  to  have  become,  so  miraculously,  an  inmate  of  the 
house  which  contained  his  children  and  his  deeply  injured 
friend.  And  while  they  are  thus  engaged,  we  will  follow 
our  heroine  and  her  companions  to  the  chamber  of  the  invalid. 

Henry  had  taken  the  advantage  of  the  slumber  into  which 
his  father  had  fallen,  to  join  the  family  at  tea,  intending  to 
return  to  his  bedside  before  he  should  have  been  conscious 
of  his  having  left  him.  But  as  his  sleep  had  been  short  and 
unrefreshing,  so  was  his  waking,  feverish  and  languishing. 
He  felt  unusually  ill,  and  thought  his  last  moments  were 
rapidly  approaching.  Not  now,  as  formerly,  did  he  repulse 
the  timidly  advancing  Eliza ;  but  in  the  kindest  language 
did  he  apologize  for  the  manner  in  which  he  had  spoken  to 
her,  and  ended,  as  usual,  in  reproaching  himself  for  his  past 
conduct.  He  expressed  a  wish  to  rise,  but  his  increasing 
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weakness  would  not  permit  so  great  an  exertion ;  he  there- 
fore consented  to  sit  up  in  bed,  and  be  supported,  partly 
by  pillows,  and  partly  by  Eliza's  arm.  "  Now,"  said  he, 
"  I  begin  to  think  t  shall  yet  be  happy,  but  not  here. — Oh ! 
my  children : — Frederick  !  my  more  than  brother ! — I  have 
much  [to  say ;  but  my  time  is  short. — I  should  wish  to  see 
some  respectable  man,  whom  I  could  direct  in  the  execution 
of  the  instrument  by  which  I  intend  to  arrange  the  disposal 
of  my  property,  for  of  this  world's  riches,  I  have  ample  store. 
But  ah  !  how  poor  in  better  things. — Look  on  me,  my  chil- 
dren !  my  friends !  and  see  how  futile,  how  valueless  is  gold 
when  unaccompanied  by  virtue. 

Fruitless  remorse  is  all  an  ill-spent  life  has  left  me ;  but 
think  not  it  is  now  only  that  I  feel  it — its  pangs  have  goaded 
me  for  years ;  and  my  only  resource  was,  to  dissipate  re- 
flection by  plunging  deeper  into  vice.  While  I  drank,  I 
was  merry,  but  not  cheerful ;  —while  I  gamed,  my  mind  was 
occupied ;  and  in  coolly  meditating  the  ruin  of  others,  I 
thought  not  of  my  own.  But  night — the  awful  hour  of  soli- 
tude— beheld  my  sufferings.  Unseen  by  every  eye — save  His 
who  sees  alike  the  vicious  and  the  good, — my  wretched  body 
writhed  on  my  thorny  couch  with  the  convulsions  of  a 
tortured  serpent.  At  length,  the  idea  that  the  earth  might 
yet  contain  some  being  with  whom  I  could  claim  kindred, 
induced  me  once  more  to  seek  my  native  land,  from  which 
I  had  become  a  voluntary  exile  for  a  period  of  nearly 
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nineteen  years."  Here  Courtney  became  exhausted ;  and 
the  greatest  anxiety  was  now  felt  by  those  who  surrounded 
his  bed.  Cordial  drops  were  administered,  but  with  little 
effect ;  his  lips  moved,  but  no  sound  issued  from  them ;  and 
it  was  with  the  utmost  difficulty  Mr.  Desbro  could  understand 
his  repeating  the  desire  to  make  his  will.  James  Morland 
instantly  occurred  to  him,  and  he  rejoiced  that  he  was  in  the 
house. 

On  entering  the  parlour,  Mr.  Desbro  made  known  the 
request  of  the  dying  Courtney,  to  which  Morland,  with  that 
true  integrity  which  ever  accompanies  a  noble  mind,  replied 
by  stating,  that  although  his  profession  was  that  of  an  attor- 
ney, he  must,  in  the  present  instance,  beg  to  decline  acting. 
"Think,  Sir,"  said  he,  "of  the  situation  in  which  I  stand 
with  regard  to  the  daughter  of  the  testator. — I  know  my  own 
heart !  Eliza,  as  your  niece,  without  a  shilling,  is  dearer  to 
me  than  the  heiress  of  Mr.  Courtney  with  thousands  ;  but 
can  I  convince  the  world  that  the  mind  of  the  dying  man  has 
not  been  worked  upon  by  some  selfish  motive  of  my  own,  and 
thus  effected  an  act  in  favour  of  my  future  wife  ?  Oh !  no, 
I  cannot  indeed." 

"  But,  my  dear  Sir,"  hastily  replied  Mr.  Desbro,  "  time 
is,  I  fear,  more  precious  than  you  are  aware  of." 

At  this  moment,  a  rap  at  the  door  announced  the  surgeon, 
and  to  him  the  important  matter  was  referred. 
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"  He  is  certainly  very  much  exhausted,"  said  that  gentle- 
man, as  he  again  entered  the  parlour,  *'  yet  I  hope  a  few 
hours  will  be  granted  to  him.  It  is  now  late,  keep  him  as 
quiet  as  possible  to  night, — it  is  a  great  chance  if  ever  he  sees 
another."  The  surgeon  took  his  leave,  and  Mr.  Desbro  re- 
turned to  the  chamber  of  Courtney. 

Henry  left  his  father  for  a  few  minutes,  to  tell  James  that 
he  should  continue  at  Mr.  Desbro's  till  the  fate  of  his  hapless 
parent  should  be  decided  :  he  then  wrote  a  line  of  affectionate 
apology  to  Jessy,  and  James  departed ;  after  promising  to 
return  early  in  the  morning,  with  the  gentleman  under  whose 
instruction  he  had  studied  his  profession. 

Mr.  Desbro  and  Henry  agreed  to  pass  the  night  alternately, 
by  the  bedside  of  the  suffering  Courtney,  so  as  to  prevent 
unnecessary  noise — one  person  only  being  allowed  to  remain 
with  the  nurse.  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace  sat  up,  till  the  latter 
was  overpowered  by  fatigue,  but  refused  to  seek  any  repose 
unless  accompanied  by  her  pupil,  whose  altered  looks  had 
so  much  alarmed  Mr.  Morland,  that  he  earnestly  implored 
Mrs.  Wallace  not  to  allow  her  to  risk  her  health  in  too  close 
attendance  in  a  sick  chamber,  as  he  well  knew,  that  Eliza 
in  her  solicitude  for  others,  bestowed  not  a  thought  on 
herself. 

During  the  night,  Courtney  became  visibly  worse;  he 
was  at  intervals  much  convulsed;  and  the  reports  which 
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Henry  and  Mr.  Desbro  made  to  each  other,  led  them  both 
to  fear,  that  he  would  not  live  to  direct  the  arrangement  of 
his  property  according  to  his  wishes. 

Towards  morning,  he  seemed  to  revive ;  but  his  eyes  wan- 
dered round  in  restless  anxiety,  as  if  in  expectation  of  the 
arrival  of  some  one;  deep  and  agonizing  sighs  testified 
his  disappointment  at  seeing  none  but  those  whom  he  had 
seen  before. 

The  hours  lagged  on  heavily,  till  just  as  they  were  sitting- 
down  to  breakfast,  James  Morland  and  his  father  arrived, 
accompanied  by  an  elderly  gentleman,  whom  they  introduced 
by  the  name  of  Dalton.  Henry,  eager  to  relieve  his  father 
from  the  restlessness  which  annoyed  him,  hastened  to  an- 
nounce the  stranger.  "  God  be  praised  !  exclaimed  Court- 
ney, "  I  shall  be  able  to  put  my  children  into  the  legal 
possession  of  that  fortune,  which,  I  trust,  they  will  be  more 
worthy  of  than  I  have  been."  Henry  now  in  vain  recom- 
mended silence.  "  Let  me  speak  while  I  can,"  continued 
Courtney;  "a  few  short  hours,  and  I  shall  be  as  though  I 
had  never  been ;  I  feel  quite  renovated,  but  flatter  not  your- 
self— my  hours  are  numbered."  He  now  requested  the 
nurse  to  leave  the  room,  and  that  all  those  who  were  interested 
in  what  he  had  to  say,  be  summoned  to  attend. 

Henry  went  to  fetch  Mr.  Desbro  and  Eliza,  when  another 
discovery  of  a  most  curious  nature  awaited  him.  In  the 
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course  of  the  conversation,  Mr.  Dalton  said,  that  the  name 
of  Charles  Courtney  was  familiar  to  his  ear,  and  enquired  if 
the  gentleman  in  question  were  married  ? 

Mr.  Desfaro  informed  him  that  he  had  been,  and  his  wife 
was  dead. 

He  then  asked  whether  her  maiden  name  had  not  been 
Cooper. 

On  being  answered  in  the  affirmative,  he  told  them,  that 
he  was  the  man  who  (nearly  twenty-five  years  prior  to  the 
present  time)  had  executed  the  contract  of  marriage  between 
them;  and  also  the  deed  that  secured  Mrs.  .Courtney's  for- 
tune to  herself  and  (probable)  offspring  :  and  he  had  heard 
that  she  had  subsequently  been  very  ill-treated  by  him ;  that 
she  had  escaped  to  America,  where  she  died ;  and  that  pro- 
perty to  a  considerable  amount  remained  in  England  un- 
claimed ;  as  no  child  of  her's  had  ever  appeared  to  make 
any  demand. 

The  greatest  surprise  was  now  visible  in  the  countenances 
of  Henry  and  Mr.  Morland,  particularly  the  latter,  who  had 
never,  till  this  moment,  heard  anything  of  the  kind.  Henry 
was  now  formally  introduced  to  Mr.  Dalton,  as  the  son  and 
only  child  of  Josephina  Cooper,  by  her  husband,  Charles 
Courtney ;  and  orders  were  given  to  ]Vfr.  Dalton  for  the 
investigation  of  that  business  as  soon  as  the  present  melan- 
choly affair  should  be  concluded. 
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There  was  now  another  grand  point  to  be  considered — 
whether  the  possible  recognition  of  Mr.  Dalton  might  not 
be  fatal  in  its  effects  to  Courtney? 

Mrs.  Wallace  gave  it  as  her  opinion,  that  the  alteration 
caused  by  so  great  a  lapse  of  time,  would  prevent  the  recol- 
lection of  that  gentleman's  features,  and  there  was  no  neces- 
sity of  mentioning  his  name. 

Mr.  Dalton  was  therefore  shewn  into  the  chamber  where 
Courtney,  no  longer  able  to  sit  up  in  bed,  was  impatiently 
expecting  him.  In  about  an  hour,  Mr.  Dalton  came  down, 
and  requested  the  presence  of  the  elder  Mr.  Morland,  whose 
signature  was  required  as  a  witness. 

Soon  after,  Henry,  Eliza,  and  Mr.  Desbro  where  sum- 
moned to  the  bedside  of  the  lingering  penitent.  His  voice 
was  now  scarcely  audible;  but,  as  well  as  he  could,  he 
addressed  them  all  separately.  He  related  in  broken  accents 
the  means  by  which  he  had  become  possessed  of  his  large 
property,  the  most  of  which  had  been  bequeathed  to  him  by 
a  gentleman  in  Calcutta,  with  whom  he  had  for  several  years 
been  in  partnership,  besides  what  he  had  himself  accumu- 
lated in  trade,  into  which  he  had  entered  chiefly  to  banish 
those  thoughts  which  embittered  his  existence,  as  well  as  to 
procure  resources  for  the  continuance  of  his  licentious 
pleasures. 

"  One  consolation  I  still  have,"  said  he,  "  it  will  smooth 
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ray  passage  to  the  grave,  and  confer  some  value  on  the 
dross  I  leave  behind  me  ; — amongst  all  my  vices  I  was  ever 
proof  against  dishonesty  :  large  as  is  the  property  they  will 
inherit,  it  will  be  some  mitigation  of  the  feelings  of  my 
children,  to  be  assured  that  every  shilling  has  been  gained 
by  honorable  commerce." — He  paused, — his  respiration 
became  every  moment  more  difficult;  his  hands  were 
clasped  in  the  attitude  of  prayer ;  his  eyes  raised  upwards, 
and  his  lips  moved,  but  it  was  convulsively.  A  deathlike 
silence  prevailed  ;  an  awe-inspiring  sensation  stole  insensibly 
over  the  minds  of  every  one  present ;  and  all  .(by  one  simul- 
taneous impulse,)  sank  on  their  knees,  and  joined  in  fervent 
prayer. 

Courtney  once  more  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  friends 
who  surrounded  him ;  and  then  closed  them ;  when  one 
deep  and  heavy  sigh  announced,  that  the  vital  spark  had 
fled  for  ever ! 

Thus  fell,  in  his  forty -fifth  year,  the  once  handsome,  insinua- 
ting Courtney  ;  distinguished  only  for  his  vices,  respected  only 
for  his  wealth ;  and  who,  bat  for  the  mysterious  interference 
of  Providence,  who  thus  mercifully  stopped  him  in  his  wild 
career,  might  have  continued  spreading  ruin  and  devastation 
in  one  foul  contagion  wherever  he  approached. 

Let  us  hope  the  world  contains  but  few  such  men  ;  that 
they  may  be  brought  to  a  speedy  conviction  of  their  errors ; 
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and,  by  their  repentance  and  bodily  suffering,  succeed  in  ob- 
taining pardon  for  their  crimes  at  the  throne  of  eternal 
mercy ! 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  death  of  Courtney  occa- 
sioned much  grief.  It  was  the  event  which  ultimately 
secured  to  Mr.  Desbro  that  peace  of  mind  which  for  years 
had  been  broken  ;  and  he  felt  doubly  satisfied,  that  he  had 
been  enabled  to  perform  the  service  most  congenial  to  the 
wishes  of  a  just  man, — that  of  returning  good  for  evil,  and  of 
witnessing  the  contrition  for  past  offences,  which,  in  Courtney, 
he  really  believed  sincere. 

Henry  knew  too  little  of  his  father  to  feel  much  regret  at  his 
loss,  though  he  lamented  that  his  life  should  have  been  thus 
shortened,  and  he  be  deprived  of  experiencing  the  comforts  of 
that  filial  affection  which  might  have  re-kindled  the  ex- 
tinguished spark  of  virtue,  the  total  want  of  which  is  seldom 
known  to  exist  in  the  human  bosom. 

Eliza  deeply  mourned  the  contents  of  that  fatal  packet, 
which  so  unreservedly  communicated  all  her  father's  vices ; 
and  would  have  given  all  she  possessed,  if  she  had  never 
read  it ;  for  she  felt,  that  though  she  could  compassionate  his 
memory,  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  respect  it. 

She  could  have  wished  he  had  known  of  her  engagement 
with  James  Morland  ;  but  as  she  ever  considered  her  uncle 
as  her  sole  parent  and  director,  this  wish  was  but  evanescent; 
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and  besides,  had  her  father  fancied  to  make  any  objection, 
her  situation  would  indeed  have  been  mortifying  ;  she  would 
have  felt  great  distress  in  wounding  such  a  disinterested 
affection  as  Morland  had  evinced  for  her ;  and  she  would 
have  shuddered  to  have  disobeyed  a  father,  even  such  as 
Courtney. 

The  day  after  his  decease  was  fixed  on  for  the  examination 
of  Courtney's  will,  as  they  rightly  imagined  it  might  contain 
some  directions  relative  to  the  funeral. 

He  desired  to  be  kept  no  longer  than  was  absolutely  ne- 
cessary for  the  completion  of  the  requisite  preparations,  which 
he  ordered  to  be  as  plain  as  possible.  And  on  no  account 
was  any  '  stone  to  mark  the  spot  where  he  lay.'  He  wished 
all  remembrance  of  him  to  be  buried  with  him. 

His  property  (which  by  his  own  account,  was  large,)  far 
exceeded  what  his  friends  had  imagined.  He  had  converted 
all  his  effects  into  money,  previous  to  his  leaving  India ;  he 
had  no  debts  (except  his  bill  at  the  Albany,  where  he  had 
resided  since  his  arrival  in  England,  and  whence  he  had  set 
out  on  the  day  of  the  fatal  accident  which  cost  his  life).  He 
appointed  Henry  and  Mr.  Desbro  his  executors ;  and  when 
the  funeral  and  other  necessary  expences  were  deducted,  it 
was  seen  that  there  would  remain  a  clear,  unencumbered  es- 
tate, of  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  ! 

To  Eliza  he  bequeathed  thirty  thousand,  to  be  paid  ou 

VOL.  II.  L 
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the  day  of  her  marriage,  provided  that  it  was  with  the  con- 
sent of  her  uncle ;  and  ten  thousand  more  to  be  settled  on 
herself,  as  a  compensation  for  the  illegitimacy  of  her  birth. 

To  Henry  he  left  forty  thousand  pounds !  his  horse,  spurs, 
watch,  and  whatever  other  valuables  might  have  been  found 
on  his  person. 

To  Edward  Frederick  Desbro,  Esq.  twenty  thousand 
pounds !  as  a  testimony  of  his  gratitude  for  the  care  of  his 
niece,  Courtney's  deserted  daughter. 

Eliza  heard  of  her  sudden  and  unexpected  acquisition  of 
fortune,  without  the  smallest  emotion ;  but  the  legacy  to  her 
uncle,  filled  her  bosom  with  sensations  of  the  most  exquisite 
delight.  She  saw  him  at  once  remunerated  for  all  the  ex- 
pence  she  had  been  to  him,  and  which,  she  knew,  had  made 
large  inroads  on  his  annuity,  for  which  he  suffered  many 
privations. 

The  following  Monday  was  the  day  appointed  for  the  in- 
terment of  the  unfortunate  Courtney,  which,  in  pursuance  of 
his  orders,  was  conducted  with  the  utmost  plainness  and 
privacy. 

The  hearse  drawn  by  one  pair  of  horses,  without  the  least 
ornament,  was  followed  by  two  mourning  coaches,  in  the  first 
of  which  rode  Henry,  Mr.  Desbro,  and  James  Morland. 

The  second  contained,  Mr.  Morland  senior,  the  surgeon, 
and  Mr  Dal  ton.  Jessy  had  arrived  early  in  the  morning  to  pass 
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the  day  with  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace,  whose  joy  at  seeing 
her  beloved  pupil's  prosperity  could  only  be  equalled  by  her 
gratitude  to  Divine  Providence. 

After  the  funeral,  the  gentlemen  partook  of  a  plain,  family 
dinner,  at  Mr.  Desbro's,  soon  after  which  they  took  leave,  as 
it  was  long  since  that  family  had  known  the  enjoyment  of  a 
night's  rest. 

A  month  had  elapsed  after  the  death  of  Courtney,  and 
the  punctiliously  delicate  J  ames  had  not  made  the  smallest 
advance  towards  renewing  his  addresses  to  Eliza,  till  one 
evening  the  conversation  happening  to  turn  .on  the  subject 
of  domestic  happiness  ;  he  said,  "  How  ardently  do  I  long 
to  taste  that  blessing,  but  it  seems  as  if  the  fates  were  try- 
ing to  withhold  it  from  me,"  at  the  same  time  taking  the 
hand  of  Eliza  who  was  seated  next  to  him. 

"  After  what  has  passed,  Mr.  Morland,"  said  she,  "  it 
would  be  the  height  of  affectation  for  me  to  pretend  to  mis- 
understand you ;  but  you  would  not  surely  have  me  forget 
the  awful  catastrophe  which  has  so  recently  taken  place ;  I 
could  ill  bear  to  hear  the  wedding  peal,  while  the  sound  of  my 
father's  knell  still  vibrated  on  my  ear." 

"  I  would  not,  for  the  world,  distress  you,"  returned  James, 
"  nor  would  I  wish  to  divest  you  of  that  sensibility  which 
laid  the  foundation  of  my  attachment ;  but  it  would  afford 
me  some  satisfaction  to  know  when  I  am  to  look  forward  for 
happiness,  even  though  the  day  were  at  a  distant  period." 

L  2 
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"  I  should  imagine,"  said  Eliza,  "  that  six  months  are 
the  shortest  time  I  could  devote  to  the  memory  of  a  parent." 

The  countenance  of  James  underwent  a  visible  change  ; 
but  soon  recovering  himself,  he  told  Eliza,  that  if  her  affec- 
tion had  kept  pace  with  his,  she  certainly  would  have  named 
a  much  shorter  probation.  "  Besides,"  he  continued,  with 
a  smile,  "  you  should  have  some  consideration  for  your 
brother,  as  you  know  his  union  with  poor  Jessy  depends 
upon  you;  and  I  really  cannot  see  any  merit  in  delaying 
the  happiness  of  three  persons  from  deference  to  a  false  idea 
of  duty." 

"  False ! "  said  Eliza. 

**  Certainly  ! "  returned  James,  "  I  have  too  high  an 
opinion  of  you  to  suppose  you  capable  of  affecting  anything 
like  fastidiousness ;  but  I  should  think  as  many  weeks  as 
you  have  named  months,  fully  sufficient  for  the  purpose  of 
tributary  feelings  to  the  memory  of  the  departed.  Your 
engagements,  with  regard  to  your  future  prospects,  were 
formed  and  fixed  before  you  even  knew  that  your  father 
was  in  existence,  and  the  time  originally  named  for  their 
ratification  has  already  expired.  I  am  too  thoroughly  ac- 
quainted with  human  nature  to  suppose  that  the  death  of 
Mr.  Courtney  could  impress  your  mind  with  such  acute 
sorrow,  as  to  make  you  neglectful  of  what  you  owe  to  those 
friends  whose  happiness  depends  on  you ;  and,  permit  me  to 
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add,  that  I  should  feel  but  little  pleasure  in  the  anticipation, 
if  I  dared  not  flatter  myself  that  your  future  felicity  was  also 
connected  with  the  event  that  is  to  complete  mine." 

"  But  do  you  not  allow,  that  there  is  a  something  due  to 
public  opinion  also  ? "  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  you,  my  dear  friend , 
speak  with  the  impatience  of  a  lover ;  but  you  must  permit 
me  to  answer  you  according  to  the  dictates  of  simple,  or  rather 
natural  reason.  Eliza  has  acted  quite  consistently ;  and  I 
can  see,  that  our  respected  friend  here,"  bowing  to  Mrs.  Wal- 
lace, "  is  of  my  opinion.  But  a  proposal  which  I  am  about 
to  make,  will,  I  think,  reconcile  all  parties  to"  the  necessity  of 
a  little  longer  delay,  without  protracting  your  probation  to 
the  extent  of  Eliza's  calculation." 

All  were  now  eager  to  hear  what  uncle  Desbro  had  to  pro- 
pose ;  but  he,  with  a  jocose  smile,  said,  "  not  so  fast  my  dear 
young  friends ;  my  plan  is  but  yet  in  embryo — it  requires 
at  least  a  night's  deliberation  to  bring  it  to  maturity.  I  have 
business  in  the  city  tomorrow ;  it  is  necessary  that  Henry  and 
I  go  to  Doctor's  Commons ;  we  must  also  see  Mr  Dalton,  to 
receive  directions  for  the  recovery  of  his  mother's  property : 
Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace  shall  meet  us  at  Mr.  Morland's ;  and 
there,  in  the  presence  of  him  and  Jessy,  will  I  inform  you 
what  you  wish  to  know. 

Eliza  glanced  at  Mrs.  Wallace,  but  the  unaffected  sur- 
prise which  was  visible  in  her  countenance,  sufficiently  de- 
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monstrated  how  entirely  ignorant  she  was  of  Mr.  Desbro's 
meaning. 

Henry  and  James  now  took  their  leave,  mutually  won- 
dering what  was  the  grand  scheme  in  agitation,  and  anxiously 
counting  the  hours  till  they  should  be  relieved  from  their 
suspense. 

It  was  now  the  height  of  summer ;  the  weather,  though  in- 
tensely hot,  was  beautiful,  and  the  walks  about  Paddington 
and  its  vicinity,  often  reminded  Eliza  of  the  beauties  of  that 
delightful  spot  which  from  her  earliest  childhood  she  had 
been  accustomed  to  admire,  and  to  which  her  faithful  me- 
mory would  revert,  until  it  became  the  subject  of  her  nightly 
visitations.  Often  in  her  dreams  she  fancied  herself  trans- 
ported into  Devonshire,  and  taking  her  usual  rambles  from 
the  cottage  to  the  rectory,  where  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  the 
venerated  Mr.  Howard,  she  had  so  often  received  his  sacred 
and  sincere  benediction.  In  this  situation  she  would  imagine 
herself,  till  suddenly  awaking,  the  tears  would  stream  from 
her  eyes  as  she  reflected,  that  this  indeed  was  but  a  dream. 

The  moment  her  uncle  had  left  them  for  his  projected 
walk  into  the  city,  Eliza,  embracing  Mrs.  Wallace,  said 
she  knew  she  should  hear  something  that  would  please  her, 
as  she  had  that  morning  been  blessed  with  a  most  delightful 
dream  of  grandpapa  Howard. 

Though  Mrs.  Wallace  felt  something  like  curiosity   to 
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hear  her  dream,  yet  she  preferred  cautioning  Eliza  on  the 
danger  of  giving  way  to  superstitious  fancies.  "  Dreams, 
my  Eliza,"  said  that  venerable  woman,  "  are  too  often  the 
effects  of  a  distempered  imagination ;  and  whether  they  be 
pleasant,  or  otherwise,  you  should  equally  guard  yourself 
against  putting  a  too  implicit  faith  in  them." 

"  Are  not  dreams  from  God  ?"  said  Eliza,  her  expressive 
countenance  beaming  with  pious  enthusiasm.  "  Have  we 
not  the  finest  illustrations  of  them  in  the  sacred  scripture  ?  " 

"True,  love,"  returned  her  companion,  "  but  can  you  con- 
trast the  present  with  the  past  ?  Reflect  on  the  purposes  of 
those  dreams,  or  rather,  visions.  In  our  days  there  are  no 
prophets,  nor  any  men  gifted  with  the  means  of  interpreta- 
tion. The  late  melancholy  occurrences  which  have  taken 
place  here,  have  agitated  your  mind,  and  caused  you  fre- 
quently to  dream ;  and  it  is  not  at  all  surprising,  that  our 
sleeping  visions,  should  partake  of  our  waking  thoughts." 

Eliza  had  too  much  respect  for  Mrs.  Wallace  to  continue 
the  argument,  though  she  did  not  feel  at  all  convinced  ;  so, 
after  reminding  that  lady  of  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  she 
withdrew  to  prepare  herself  for  her  excursion. 

At  three  o'  clock  the  stage  called  for  them,  and  on  its  ar- 
rival at  the  bank,  they  found  James  Morland  ready  to  assist 
them  to  alight.  This  attention  gratified  both  ladies ;  but 
James  had  long  since  been  an  established  favorite  with  Mrs. 
Wallace. 
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As  soon  as  dinner  was  removed,  Mr.  Desbro  was  called  on 
for  the  performance  of  his  promise  given  the  preceding  even- 
ing. "  I  know  not,"  said  he,  "  how  far  I  may  be  justified  in 
planning  for  my  friends ;  yet  I  trust  Mr.  Morland  will,  with  his 
usual  candour,  make  whatever  objections  he  may  think  pro- 
per." Morland  having  politely  said,  he  did  not  think  it  likely 
that  Mr.  Desbro  would  propose  any  thing  which  could  be 
objectionable  to  either  party,  that  gentleman  continued  : — 

"As  the  respective  establishments  of  our  families  must 
necessarily  undergx)  some  material  alteration  in  consequence 
of  the  double  alliance  that  is  about  to  take  place,  I  was  think- 
ing of  our  making  a  journey  into  Devonshire,  to  finish  the 
summer." 

"Devonshire!"  interrupted  the  whole  party  with  one 
voice. 

"  Tis  certainly  an  excellent  plan,"  said  old  Mr.  Morland ; 
"  but  I  hope  you  mean  our  young  folks  to  get  married  first." 

"That,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  is  the  principal  point  in 
the  business.  You  must  certainly  be  aware,  that  it  would 
have  rather  an  indelicate  appearance  were  Eliza  or  Henry  to 
enter  into  the  matrimonial  state  during  this  very  early  stage 
of  their  mourning ;  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  wish  to  delay 
their  happiness  longer  than  decency  renders  necessary.  Mr. 
Courtney  has  been  dead  a  full  month;  I  should  imagine  it 
would  take  near  another  to  complete  the  arrangements  for 
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their  future  residence.  Eliza,  I  know,  would  like  to  visit 
the  spot  hallowed  by  endearing  remembrances.  I  see — I 
read  now  in  her  countenance,  with  what  ardour  she  enters 
into  my  feelings.  In  that  church  where  she  was  accustomed  to 
hear  the  words  of  truth  from  the  lips  of  her  revered  instructor, 
— before  that  altar  where,  in  youthful  innocence,  she  knelt 
to  receive  the  blessings  of  the  reverend  Prelate  who  confirmed 
her, — there  she  must  receive  her  husband  !  Henry  will,  I 
trust,  at  the  same  time  and  place,  become  the  partner  of  our 
sweet  Jessy.  Mr.  Hamilton  will  be  highly  gratified  in  per- 
forming the  double  ceremony  which  is  to  insure  the  happiness 
of  his  old  acquaintance  and  her  brother,  and  by  the  time  Mrs. 
Morland  and  Mrs.  Courtney  return  to  London,  the  busy 
tongues  of  the  scandal-mongers  will  have  ceased  to  report 
the  number  of  hours  and  minutes  which  may  have  intervened 
since  the  period  of  their  becoming  orphans." 

The  tears  which  filled  the  eyes  of  his  auditors,  gave  place 
to  smiles,  at  the  truly  ludicrous  manner  in  which  Mr.  Desbro 
described  the  employment  of  the  gossiping  fraternity. 

His  proposal  was  heard  with  general  concurrence;  not  one 
dissenting  voice  damped  the  pleasure  in  which  he  indulged 
the  contemplation  of  his  plan ;  and  it  was  agreed,  that  he 
should  write  immediately  to  Mr.  Selby,  to  know  if  Greenwood 
Cottage  were  vacant,  as  their  residence  in  that  lovely  place 
would  double  the  pleasure  of  the  jaunt. 
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He  entered  into  no  particulars,  but  only  requested  to  en- 
gage the  house  for  two  months  on  whatever  terms  Mr.  Selby 
might  think  proper ;  or,  if  that  could  not  be  had,  to  secure  a 
convenient  residence  for  that  time,  wherever  it  was  most 
pleasant,  but  as  near  to  the  rectory  as  possible.  Eli/a  also 
wrote  to  Mrs.  Hamilton,  to  inform  her,  that  she  intended 
paying  her  a  visit,  but  did  not  say  for  what  length  of  time. 

"  You  seem  determined  to  settle  all  in  your  own  way," 
pleasantly  observed  Mr.  Morland,  when  Mr.  Desbro  had 
read  the  letter  which  he  had  written. 

"  I  hope,  my  dear  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Desbro,  "  that  you 
will  not  withhold  your  consent  from  the  concluding  articles 
of  our  treaty ;  I  propose  taking  the  ladies,  including  Miss 
Morland,  into  Devonshire,  where  I  should  wish  to  leave 
them  until  the  salubrity  of  the  country  air  shall  once  more 
implant  the  roses  on  Eliza's  cheeks ;  when  all  is  ready,  we 
will  join  them,  and  celebrate  the  nuptials  of  our  children." 

Jessy  looked  doubtfully  at  her  father,  as  if  fearing  his  ob- 
jecting to  that  part  of  the  plan  in  which  she  was  concerned ; 
but  all  dismay  vanished  when,  extending  his  hand  to  Mr. 
Desbro,  he  said,  "  Your  proposals,  Sir,  are  at  once  so  rea- 
sonable, liberal,  and  conducive  to  the  comfort  as  well  as 
convenience  of  all  parties,  that  I  should  l?e  little  better  than 
inhuman  were  I  to  do  otherwise  than  acquiesce ;  but  I  fear  the 
young  men  will  not  be  very  grateful  to  you,  for  running 
away  whh  their  sweethearts." 
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The  replies  of  Henry  and  James,  showed  how  perfectly 
they  appreciated  the  intentions  of  their  friend  ;  and  so  tho- 
roughly happy  were  the  whole  party,  that  the  young  gentle- 
men and  Jessy  insisted  on  walking  part  of  the  way  home  with 
them ;  and  it  was  not  till  Mrs.  Wallace  complained  of  fatigue, 
that  they  recollected  they  had  advanced  a  considerable  way 
in  the  strand;  they  went  into  a  confectioner's  shop,  and 
after  taking  some  refreshment,  a  coach  was  procured,  in 
which  our  heroine  and  her  protectors  returned  to  Paddington. 
All  was  now  bustle  and  preparation ;  and  the  only  thing  which 
rendered  Eliza's  felicity  incomplete,  was,  the  gradual  decay 
which,  but  too  plainly,  pervaded  the  frame  of  her  beloved 
Mrs.  Wallace.  This  dear  friend  had  already  passed  her 
seventieth  year ;  her  faculties,  as  far  as  regarded  her  intel- 
lectual powers,  were  unimpaired ;  the  fine,  expressive  eye, 
still  beamed  with  intelligence  and  sensibility ;  the  strong, 
retentive  memory  was  still  the  same ;  but  the  corporeal  pow- 
ers, visibly  gave  way.  Yet,  Mrs.  Wallace  uttered  no  com- 
plaint, but  smiled  when  Eliza  would  pay  her  those  attentions 
which  her  age  and  infirmities  required.  She  often  appeared 
vexed  that  she  could  not  conceal  her  debility,  not  from  the 
puerile  fancy  of  wishing  to  appear  young,  but  from  fear  of 
causing  a  pang  in  the  bosom  of  her  amiable  pupil.  There 
was  not  an  hour  in  her  life  that  she  would  have  wished  to 
recall,  but  with  meekness  and  serenity,  she  looked  forward  to 
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the  moment  when  she  should  join  her  ever-lamented  brother 
in  the  abodes  of  bliss;  but  it  was  a  subject  on  which  (though 
she  constantly  thought,)  she  never  spoke  but  with  unceasing 
cheerfulness ;  she  assisted  Eliza  in  all  her  arrangements,  went 
with  her  to  make  her  purchases,  aided  her  fancy  in  the 
selection  of  her  dresses,  and  was  just  the  same  maternal 
friend  and  judicious  adviser  as  she  had  been  in  Eliza's 
earliest  days.  Once  when  the  latter  expressed  her  fears 
that  the  journey  into  Devonshire  would  be  too  much  for  her, 
the  old  lady  clasped  her  to  her  bosom,  and  exclaimed,  "  No, 
my  darling !  I  feel  myself  equal  to  any  thing ;  I  could  traverse 
half  the  habitable  globe  if  I  could  contribute  to  your  comfort 
by  doing  it." 

The  answer  which  Mr.  Desbro  received  from  Elm  Park, 
was  the  very  one  he  wished ;  the  cottage  had  been  empty 
about  a  week,  and  it  was  at  his  service  for  any  time  he  pleased ; 
terms  were  not  mentioned. 

Eliza's  letter  was  answered  in  a  most  friendly  manner  by 
Mr.  Hamilton,  who  informed  her,  that  his  amiable  partner 
had,  a  few  days  previous  to  the  receipt  of  her  letter,  presented 
him  with  a  lovely  boy,  that  she  was  quite  well,  and  looked 
forward  with  joyous  anticipation  to  the  time  when  the  rectory 
would  be  enlivened  by  Eliza's  pleasing  society  ;  he  added, 
that  they  longed  to  introduce  her  to  Mrs.  Hamilton's  aunt,  a 
lady  who  had  within  the  last  three  months  taken  up  her  abode 
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with  them,  and  whom  he  described  as  being  a  second  Mrs. 
Wallace,  with  the  exception  of  the  difference  in  their  ages. 

The  grand  subject  in  debate  now  was  the  choice  of  a 
suitable  residence ;  Mr.  Morland  would  not  on  any  account 
consent  to  part  with  Jessy,  nor  could  Eliza  reconcile  herself 
to  the  idea  of  being  separated  from  her  uncle. 

"  We  must  become  one  family,"  said  Mr.  Morland,  as  they 
were  one  day  conversing  on  the  subject;  "  we  must  be  united 
in  our  establishment  as  we  are  in  our  hearts."  Eliza  said, 
she  liked  the  spot  where  they  lived  better  than  any  other 
she  had  seen  in  London,  and  could  have  wished  the  house 
had  been  large  enough  to  have  accommodated  them  all. 

"Very  humbly  spoken  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "but 
I  should  expect  your  accession  of  fortune,  would  lead  your 
inclinations  to  something  more  stylish." 

"  My  dear  uncle  is  becoming  satirical,"  said  Eliza,  looking 
archly  at  Mr.  Morland. 

"It  is  but  a  short  time,  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
taking  the  hand  of  Eliza,  "  since  I  told  our  friend  James, 
that  something  was  due  to  the  opinion  of  the  world,  I  repeat 
the  same  to  you ;  you  would  not,  I  hope,  in  your  dislike  of 
pomp,  wish  to  incur  the  imputation  of  parsimony  or 

meanness." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Eliza, 

"  Well  then,"  continued  Mr.   Desbro,  "  in  your  present 
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circumstances,  it  becomes  your  duty  to  be  serviceable  to 
your  fellow  creatures,  in  a  way,  which  if  possible,  is  more 
important  to  the  general  welfare,  than  by  the  most  munifi- 
cent acts  of  charity ;  and  which  at  the  same  time  will  give 
you  consequence  in  the  estimation  of  the  world  at  large. 
Think  of  the  numerous  classes  of  industrious  artificers, 
whose  families  owe  their  comforts  to  the  luxuries  with  which 
their  labour  supplies  the  rich  :  from  the  hands  of  the  poor 
mechanic,  they  pass  to  the  more  opulent  dealer,  whence 
they  are  again  transferred  to  the  mansions  of  the  great,  who 
ultimately  reap  a  profit  to  themselves  from  the  widely  ex- 
tended circulation  of  their  own  wealth. 

I  would  not  have  you  be  profuse;  nor  lavish  sums  of 
money  upon  articles  for  which  you  have  no  use;  but  I 
would  have  riches  used  so  as  to  become  what  they  were 
originally  intended, — a  source  of  real  comfort  to  its  pos- 
sessor, and  a  diffuser  of  blessings  to  the  humbler  classes  of 
mankind. 

To  you,  my  dear  girl,  I  have  no  occasion  to  speak  on  the 
subject  of  charity ;  your  own  heart,  aided  by  the  instruc- 
tions you  have  received,  will  be  your  best  guide.  But  after 
your  feelings  have  been  gratified  by  the  prayers  of  the  aged,— 
the  lonely  widow — or  the  reduced  tradesman  (whose  soul, 
shrinking  at  the  remembrance  of  better  days,  recoils  at  the 
bare  idea  of  asking  for  assistance,)  whose  necessities  you 
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have  relieved  in  heavenly  privacy,  then,  my  love,  fear  not 
to  let  your  name  be  seen  in  public  ;  withhold  not  your  sub- 
scription from  the  noble  institutions  of  your  country ;  many 
of  which  stand  unrivalled  in  the  world  and  grace  the  annals 
of  British  history." 

Eliza  could  answer  only  by  her  tears :  there  was  something 
in  her  uncle'sjmanner  of  addressing  her,  which  reminded  her 
forcibly  of  her  departed  instructor ;  while  his  uncommonly 
handsome  countenance  was  illumined  by  a  brilliancy  of  ex- 
pression, that  gave  him  an  appearance  almost  seraphic. 

*'  I  did  not  mean  to  distress  you,  my  child,"  said  he,  af- 
fectionately embracing  her,  while  his  own  eye  seemed  to 
have  caught  the  infectious  drop  that  still  trembled  in  Eliza's. 
"  I  was  deeply  interested  in  my  subject,  and,  I  fear,  handled 
it  too  seriously." 

Mr.  Morland  now  endeavoured  to  give  a  more  lively  turn 
to  the  conversation,  by  renewing  the  subject  of  a  house. 
He  told  them,  that  he  had  that  morning  noticed  several  newly 
built  ones  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Regent's  Park,  which  he 
thought  would  prove  very  desirable  ;  and  concluded  by  re- 
questing that  the  ladies  would  walk  with  him,  to  examine  one 
on  which  he  had  partly  fixed  his  mind. 

"  T  hardly  like  to  go  without  Jessy,"  said  Eliza,  "  as  her 
opinion  is  as  essential  as  mine  in  the  choice  of  a  residence 
which  is  also  to  be  hers." 
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This  was  overruled  by  Mr.  Morland,  who  told  her,  that 
his  daughter's  deference  to  her  opinion,  was  such  as  to  make 
her  perfectly  satisfied  with  whatever  Eliza  might  approve. 
"  Besides,"  continued  the  old  gentleman,  "  this  is  an  affair 
of  my  own,  and  I  intend  to  manage  it  my  own  way." 

They  now  set  out,  and  found  the  premises  alluded  to,  so 
exactly  what  they  wished,  that  Mr.  Morland  would  have 
taken  the  house  at  once,  had  not  Eliza  begged  him  to  wait 
for  the  approval  of  his  son  and  Henry. 

In  a  fortnight  from  the  time  it  was  first  proposed,  all  were 
in  readiness  to  depart.  Jessy  had  never  been  so  far  out  of 
London  in  her  life;  and  the  anticipation  of  enjoying  the 
picturesque  views  with  which  Devonshire  abounds,  added, 
if  possible,  to  her  naturally  buoyant  spirits.  But  her  heart, 
glowing  with  affectionate  tenderness  towards  Eliza,  dwelt 
equally  on  the  pleasure  of  beholding  the  spot  in  which  her 
first  years  were  passed,  and  the  Rectory  !  in  which  reason's 
earliest  germs  had  began  to  shoot  forth  their  blossoms  under 
the  careful  cultivation  of  Mr.  Howard. 

How  earnestly  she  wished  that  he  had  been  still  living, 
that  she  might  have  evinced  the  purity  of  her  attachment  to 
her  friend,  by  her  grateful  attentions  to  the  instructor  of  her 
youth;  she  was  also  a  little  curious  to  see  Mrs.  Hamilton, 
who,  from  the  description  given  her  by  Eliza,  she  judged 
would  prove  a  very  agreeable  acquaintance, 
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But  notwithstanding  all  these  pleasing  speculations,  the 
tears  streamed  copiously  down  her  cheeks  as  she  received  the 
parting  blessing  of  her  father  and  the  embraces  of  her  brother 
and  Henry.  But,  like  an  April  sun,  her  smiles  soon  burst 
forth,  and  obliterated  all  traces  of  that  sensibility  which,  in 
its  proper  season,  is  infinitely  more  amiable  than  shouts  of 
laughter. 

The  coach  which  Mr.  Desbro  had  engaged  to  convey  his 
fair  companions,  was  at  the  door  of  his  house,  at  seven  o'clock 
on  a  lovely  morning,  about  the  middle  of  July  ;  Jessy  having 
slept  there  on  the  night  previous.  Every  arrangement  had 
been  made,  and  the  linen,  plate,  china,  and  Eliza's  harp,  were 
ready  packed,  in  order  to  be  removed  to  the  new  house, 
which  had  been  engaged  by  general  consent,  it  being  Mr. 
Desbro's  intention  to  return  to  town  after  he  had  seen  his  in- 
teresting friends  comfortably  settled  in  their  temporary  ha- 
bitation, and  to  give  up  the  house  at  Paddington,  which  had 
presented  a  most  gloomy  aspect  since  the  late  events  which 
had  taken  place  there. 

The  weather  was  delightful,  and  the  appearance  of  the 
surrounding  country,  beyond  conception,  exhilarating.  The 
party  were  in  high  spirits ;  and  what  contributed  in  the  greatest 
degree  to  Eliza's  enjoyment,  was,  the  manner  in  which  Mrs. 
Wallace  supported  the  journey. 

When  they  had  reached  the  last  stage,  Mr.  Desbro  pro- 
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posed  having  an  additional  pair  of  horses,  in  order,  as  he  said, 
to  give  the  business  the  appearance  of  a  little  eclat.  Eliza 
smiled,  while  Jessy,  who  (to  use  her  own  expression)  wished 
the  rustics  to  see  they  had  come  from  London,  seemed  en- 
raptured at  the  thought;  Mrs.  Wallace,  whose  sole  happiness 
was  the  pleasure  of  her  friends,  enjoyed  the  innocent  and 
lively  expressions  of  jessy,  whom  she  began  to  rank  next  to 
Eliza  in  her  affections. 

After  taking  some  refreshments  at  the  inn,  the  extra  horses 
were  put  into  speedy  requisition,  and  they  actually  dashed 
into  Devonshire  in  a  coach  and  four. 

Indescribable  were  the  sensations  that  agitated  the  bosoms 
of  our  heroine  and  her  protectors,  as  they  drove  past  the 
church  and  rectory;  pleasure  and  pain  were  alike  predo- 
minant ;  but  gratitude  to  the  Supreme  Disposer  of  events, 
was  the  feeling  which  remained  stationary  when  all  other 
emotions  had  subsided 

Their  vehicle  stopped  at  the  well-remembered  gate  of 
their  own  Greenwood  cottage ;  and  Mr.  Selby  and  the  wor- 
thy rector  were  standing  to  receive  them. 

Kind  and  sincere  were  the  greetings  on  all  sides;  Mrs. 
Hamilton  had  not  yet  been  out,  but  was  impatiently  expect- 
ing her  dear  Miss  Desbro.  Jessy  was  not  the  least  happy  of 
the  party,  her  generous  heart  exulted  in  the'caresses bestowed 
on  her  friend ;  and,  throwing  her  arms  round  Eliza's  neck, 
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exclaimed,  "  Oh !  that  James  were  here,  to  see  how  the 
chosen  of  his  heart  is  beloved."  Eliza  returned  her  embrace, 
but  was  too  much  oppressed  to  speak . 

Mr.  Selby  said,  he  hoped  he  had  not  suffered  his  officious- 
ness  to  carry  him  beyond  the  limits  of  propriety  ;  but  he  had 
engaged  two  servants  for  the  period  that  Mr.  Desbro  pro- 
posed remaining  in  Devonshire.  All  the  party  thanked  him 
gratefully  for  his  thoughtful  attention  to  their  comforts. 
Not  a  word  was  said  about  the  ladies  at  Elm  Park ;  but  Mr. 
Selby  said,  he  hoped  George  would  be  able  to  get  leave  of 
absence  for  a  few  days,  as  he  knew  how  delighted  he  would 
be  to  seehis  old  friends.  On  enquiry  beingmadeasto  where 
he  was,  Mr.  Selby  informed  them  he  was  at  the  university  at 
Oxford,  where  he  hoped  he  would  one  day  reflect  honour 
on  his  instructors. 

"  Do  you  intend  him  to  take  orders  Sir  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Hamilton. 

"No,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Selby,  "  I  certainly  could  have 
wished  it ;  but  I  think  his  inclination  rather  leads  him  to  the 
study  of  medicine."  Mr.  Selby  now  took  his  leave  ;  but  no 
invitation  wasjgiven  to  any  one  :  hence  it  was  concluded,  that 
their  company  would  not  be  desirable  at  Elm  Park. 

Tea  was  ordered,  and  after  they  had  partaken  of  that 
refreshment,  Mrs.  Wallace  retired  to  her  chamber;  and  the 
evening  being  remarkably  fine,  Eliza,  Jessy,  and  Mr.  Desbro 
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accompanied  Mr.  Hamilton  home,  as  Mrs.  Hamilton  was  so 
very  anxious  to  see  Eliza. 

Their  meeting  was  truly  affectionate ;  but  Eliza  saw  with 
concern,  that  her  friend's  countenance  no  longer  glowed  with 
the  roseate  hue  of  health ;  her  spirits  were  the  same  as  ever, 
and  she  declared  that  her  happiness  could  not  possibly  admit 
of  increase. 

The  little  Juliana  was  in  bed  ;  so  that  her  godmother  was 
obliged  to  defer  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  until  the  next  day. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  said  she  was  not  sorry  that  her  aunt  was 
gone  to  Exeter,  where  she  would  not  return  until  the  next 
day,  or  the  day  after,  as  she  would  then  be  able  to  give  her 
friends  some  account  of  her  interesting  relative,  previous  to 
their  being  introduced  to  her.  "  You  will  love  her,  I  am 
sure,  my  dear  Miss  Desbro,  when  you  know  the  many  amia- 
ble qualities  she  possesses,  and  the  severe,  though  unmerited, 
misfortunes  she  has  been  doomed  to  suffer." 

"  Is  she  married  ? "  asked  Eliza. 

"  She  has  been,"  returned  Mrs.  Hamilton,  "  and  is  now  a 
widow ;  her  husband  has  been  dead  nearly  two  years ;  and 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  it  is  nevertheless  true,  that  the  blow 
which  destroyed  her  temporal  happiness,  is  the  one  which 
can  alone  restore  her  spiritual  peace." 

"  Good  Heaven's !  "  exclaimed  both  her  auditors,  "  how 
is  that  ? " 
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Mrs.  Hamilton  was  about  to  answer,  when  the  door 
opened,  and  Sarah  (who  had  but  just  returned  from  the 
village,  where  she  had  been  on  some  errands  for  her  mistress) 
entered.  The  sight  of  her  dear  young  lady,  set  the  poor  old 
creature  almost  beside  herself  with  joy ;  forgetful  of  the 
presence  of  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  Jessy,  she  threw  her  arms 
round  Eliza,  and  kissed  her  with  genuine  affection.  Then, 
as  if  suddenly  recollecting  herself,  she  made  a  thousand 
apologies  for  the  liberty  she  had  taken,  all  the  time  looking 
at  her  dress  of  which  she  seemed  afraid  to  speak.  Eliza  at 
length  relieved  her,  by  saying,  "  Are  you  not  surprised  to 
see  me  in  mourning  Sarah  ?  " 

"Yes  indeed,  Miss."  replied  the  faithful  Sarah,  "but  I 
somehow  dreaded  to  ask  you  about  it;  it  was  for  that,  that 
I  dared  not  ask  after  his  honor  and  good  Madam  Wallace." 

"  They  are  both  well,  I  thank  you  Sarah,"  said  Eliza, 
"  my  uncle  is  now  in  the  parlour  with  Mr.  Hamilton,  and 
Mrs.  Wallace  is  at  Greenwood ;  you  must  come  and  see  her, 
she  will  be  happy  to  see  you,  I  know.  Now,  tell  me,  how 
are  my  old  friends,  Peggy  and  her  husband  ?  " 

"  Why  Miss,  they  be  pretty  well  in  health,  as  the  saying 
is ;  but  times  are  hard  ;  one  babe  in  her  arms,  and  another 
coming." 

"  Well,  Sarah,  I  will  go  and  see  her,"  returned  Eliza, 
while  her  heart  beat  at  the  thoughts  of  being  able  to  be  of 
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some  service  to  poor  Peggy,  who,  she  justly  feared,  had  not 
improved  her  situation  by  marrying. 

Sarah  left  the  room  ;  and  Mr.  Desbro,  fearing  the  conse- 
quence for  Mrs.  Hamilton  of  too  much  fatigue,  and  consi- 
dering the  young  ladies  must  also  require  rest,  sent  a  message 
to  request  they  would  put  an  end  to  their  visit  for  that  even- 
ing; they  took  leave,  and  walked  back  to  Greenwood, 
promising  to  make  a  long  visit  the  next  day. 

Jessy  was  no  sooner  alone  with  Eliza,  than  she  gave  her 
opinion  of  Mrs.  Hamilton,  in  terms  highly  favourable;  and 
lamented  that  so  valuable  an  acquaintance  should  be  so  widely 
separated  from  them.  "I  wish,"  said  she,  "  that  Greenwood 
Cottage  were  a  little  larger,  that  we  might  purchase  it  for  a 
summer  residence,  and  be  able  to  spend  some  months  in  the 
year  with  that  charming  woman." 

Eliza  thanked  Jessy  in  the  warmest  manner  for  the  hand- 
some style  in  which  she  had  spoken  of  her  friend;  "But  if 
you  are  as  hasty,  my  Jessy,"  she  continued,  "  in  forming  your 
opinions  against,  as  you  are  for  any  individual,  I  should  be 
sorry  to  be  one  of  those  whose  first  appearance  might  chance 
to  displease  you. 

It  is  true,  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted 
with  Mrs.  Hamilton  for  some  time,  and  have  had  many  proofs 
of  the  real  goodness  of  her  heart,  especially  in  her  kind  and 
almost  filial  attentions  to  my  dear  Mrs.  Howard  after  she 
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became  a  widow.  Indeed  I  was  almost  fearful  at  first,  that 
the  extreme  volatility  of  her  temper  would  have  but  ill-suited 
the  character  she  is  destined  to  sustain  through  life ;  but  1 
have  now,"  said  she,  tenderly  embracing  Jessy,  "  sufficient 
reason  to  know,  that  a  lively  disposition  is  no  preventive  of 
the  existence  of  the  more  sensitive  feelings." 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  Jessy,  returning  Eliza's  embrace,  "  that 
matches  are  made  in  heaven;  for  never  did  I  see  two  beings 
so  admirably  calculated  for  each  other,  as  you  and  James ; 
yet  I  sometimes  fear, "  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears, 

"  What,  love  ?  "  demanded  Eliza. 

"That  Henry  will  find  me  so  very,  very  faulty." 

"  I  doubt  that  indeed,"  answered  Eliza,  "  but  remember ! 
if  you  have  errors,  he  is  not  exempt  from  them ;  the  know- 
ledge of  his  fallibility  will  make  him  a  lenient  judge ;  and 
the  purity  of  your  mutual  affection,  will  enable  you  to  make 
allowances  for  each  other.  .  But  tell  me  candidly,  had  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  with  all  her  amiable  qualities,  been  more  serious 
in  her  manners,  or  had  she  received  you  with  less  ardour  than 
you  like,  would  she  have  made  so  favourable  an  impression 
on  you  ? " 

"  Why,  I  must  confess,"  replied  Jessy,  colouring,  "  that 
a  little  external  grace  is  very  prepossessing ;  we  cannot 
always  read  the  hearts  of  those  to  whom  we  are  introduced  ; 
and  a  forbidding  mien,  or  repulsive  look,  are  not  very  en- 
couraging, you  will  aliow." 
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"  You  are  right  my  love,"  said  her  companion ;  "  and 
when  we  are  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  with  both  such  desira- 
ble qualities,  as  an  engaging  address  and  a  benevolent 
heart,  we  cannot  too  highly  prize  the  persons  who  possess 
them."  They  now  bade  each  other  a  good  night,  and  soon 
sank  into  a  healthful  and  refreshing  sleep. 

Eliza  awoke  early,  and,  hastily  dressing  herself,  was  pre- 
paring to  take  one  of  her  old  accustomed  rambles,  when 
Miss  Morland,  missing  her  companion,  chid  her  for  allowing 
her  to  remain  in  bed. 

Eliza  assured  her,  that  nothing  could  afford  her  greater 
pleasure  than  a  companion  in  her  walk,  but  that  she  feared 
an  exertion  so  contrary  to  her  usual  habits  might  not  agree 
with  her  constitution. 

Oh !  but  it  must,"  said  Jessy,  rising,  and  beginning  to 
dress,  "  now  I  am  in  the  country,  I  must  throw  off  London 
airs ;  unless  you  intend  to  exhibit  me  as  a  specimen  of  an 
affected  fine  lady." 

"That  I  hope  I  shall  never  have  occasion  to  do,"  said 
Eliza. 

They  were  soon  ready,  and  had  not  got  far  beyond  the 
lawn  before  they  were  joined  by  Mr.  Desbro ;  Eliza  ap- 
peared surprised,  and  observed  she  had  never  known  her 
uncle  to  be  out  thus  early  before. 

"  It   is  because  you  never  knew  me  to  be  thus  happy 
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before,"  said  he ;  "  all  the  years  we  lived  in  Devonshire, 
my  heart  was  a  prey  to  corroding  anguish ;  the  cankerworm, 
which  so  long  festered  in  my  bosom,  is  at  length  removed, 
and  its  wounds  healed  by  the  balm  of  resignation ;  for  though 
I  shall  lament  my  sister's  untimely  end,  even  to  the  latest 
hour  of  my  existence,  still  the  veil  of  mystery  that  enwrapt 
my  fate  is  removed,  and  all  anxiety  respecting  your  future 
prospects,  happily  concluded." 

"  Then  have  my  prayers  indeed  been  heard,"  fervently 
exclaimed  Eliza,  "  not  for  myself  have  I  supplicated ;  all  I 
asked,  was  for  you, — all  I  wished  for  on  earth  was,  to  see 
peace  restored  to  the  bosom  of  my  adored  protector." 

Her  last  words  were  scarcely  audible ;  her  uncle  pressed 
the  hand  that  rested  on  his  arm,  and  they  walked  on  in  silence, 
till  they  came  to  a  stile,  where  Jessy  had  already  arrived, 
and  was  seated ;  she  had  taken  out  her  pencil  and  succeeded 
in  delineating  a  sketch  of  the  landscape  before  them.  Mr. 
Desbro  and  Eliza  both  apologized  for  having  suffered  her  to 
walk  so  far  alone. 

"  Indeed,"  replied  that  amiable  girl,  "  you  conferred  a 
greater  favour  on  me  than  you  are  aware  of;  for  you  have, 
unconsciously,  given  me  an  opportunity  of  viewing  the  beau- 
ties of  nature,  with  more  attention  than,  perhaps,  I  ever  did 
before,  and  thereby  enabled  me  to  oblige  my  dear  father  by 
practising  his  favorite  art.— Oh  !  what  a  pleasure,  it  will  be 
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to  present  him  these  little  views,  and  receive  his  thanks  and 
blessings  in  return." 

"Pursue  your  studies  then,  sweet  girl,"  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
"  and  be  it  my  task,  as  long  as  we  remain  here,  to  point  out 
to  you  the  places  whose  beauties  are  most  worthy  your 
observation."  She  thanked  him,  and,  having  finished 
her  sketch,  they  walked  together,  till  the  village  clock  re- 
minded them  that  it  was  breakfast  time. 

On  their  arrival  home,  they  found  Mrs.  Wallace  seated 
at  table,  and  looking  better  than  could  have  been  expected. 
She  congratulated  her  young  friends  upon  the  salutary  effects 
which  the  morning  air  seemed  to  have  on  them,  and  appeared 
much  gratified  with  the  sight  of  Jessy's  drawing. 

After  breakfast,  Mr.  Desbro  informed  the  young  ladies, 
that  he  was  going  to  write  to  London ;  and  begged  to  know 
whether  they  would  honor  him  with  their  commands,  or  if 
they  would  write  themselves. 

Eliza  and  Jessy  looked  at  each  other  for  some  time  with- 

i 
out  speaking ;  the  latter,  at  length  said,  "  I  think  I  ought  to 

write  to  my  father." 

"  And  you  to  your  brother  I  suppose."  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
looking  archly  at  Eliza. 

"  Oh !  my  dear  uncle/'  said  she,  "  how  difficult  it  is  either 
to  account  for,  or  define  one's  feelings ;  although  I  could  not 
by  any  means  bear  to  be  thought  affected  or  fastidious,  yet  I 
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— some  how — I  feel  it  impossible  to  address  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Morland  ;  and,  I  fancy,  I  can  read  a  similar  sensation  in  the 
mind  of  Jessy." 

"  I  can  easily  enter  into  both  your  feelings,  my  dear  girls," 
said  Mrs.  Wallace,  with  an  approving  smile ;  "  they  are  such 
as  do  you  honor ;  and  I  am  certain,  that  Mr.  Morland  and 
Henry  are  too  delicate  in  their  ideas,  to  wish  either  of  you  to 
deviate  in  the  smallest  degree  from  the  rules  which  female 
propriety  so  strictly  enjoins." 

The  young  brides  elect,  thanked  their  venerable  friend 
more  by  the  eloquence  of  their  looks  than  by  any  thing  they 
could  have  uttered,  and  they  immediately  withdrew  to  write ; 
the  one,  to  her  father,  and  the  other,  to  her  brother. 

Their  letters  finished,  they  made  the  necessary  alteration 
in  their  dress,  and  prepared  to  fulfil  their  promise  to  Mrs. 
Hamilton;  Mrs.  Wallace  having  previously  declared  her 
intention  of  accompanying  them. 

Eliza,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  would  have  rather 
Mrs.  Wallace  had  not  been  of  the  party  ;  as  she  (Eliza)  as 
well  as  Jessy,  felt  no  little  curiosity  to  hear  the  promised 
history  of  Mrs.  Hamilton's  aunt;  and  they  were  fearful, 
that  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Wallace  might  prevent,  or,  at  least, 
retard  the  communication  which  would  otherwise  be  made  to 
them. 

But  they  were  mistaken ;  Mrs.  Hamilton  was  pleased  at 
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the  addition  to  the  party ;  and  as  soon  as  the  usual  saluta- 
tions were  passed,  that  lady  commenced  the  narration  of  the 
life  of  Evelina  StClair!" 

"  After  the  death  of  my  grand-parents,"  said  Mrs.  Ha- 
milton, "  my  aunt  resided  wholly  with  my  father,  until  the 
period  of  his  marriage ;  but  as  a  clause  in  my  grandfather's 
will,  forbade  either  of  his  children  living  under  the  same  roof 
with  a  married  relative,  on  pain  of  forfeiting  their  patri- 
mony, my  aunt  removed  to  the  house  of  a  lady,  with  whom 
she  had  for  several  years  been  on  terms  of  the  greatest  inti- 
macy. Here  she  passed  a  life  of  uninterrupted  felicity; 
she  kept  up  a  constant  intercourse  with  my  father  and 
mother ;  the  amiable  disposition  of  the  latter,  often  causing 
her  to  regret  the  injunction  which  prevented  their  being 
always  together. 

I  was  a  great  favorite  with  my  aunt,  and  was  in  the  habit 
of  paying  her  long  and  frequent  visits  at  the  house  of  Lady 
Fitzmorris,  who,  being  a  widow  and  having  lost  both  her 
own  children,  lavished  the  most  extravagant  fondness  on  me. 

"That  lady's  health  having  become  very  delicate,  her 
physicians  recommended  her  to  try  the  air  of  a  milder  and 
less  variable  climate  than  that  of  England.  Numerous  were 
the  petitions,  both  on  the  side  of  my  aunt  and'of  her  friend, 
for  permission  that  I  should  accompany  them  to  the  Conti- 
nent, but  in  vain ;  my  parents  would  on  no  account  part 
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with  me ;  and  I  was  forced  to  witness  the  departure  of  my 
aunt  and  the  charming  Lady  Fitzmorris. 

It  was  the  custom  of  my  aunt,  from  the  moment  of  her 
leaving1  England,  to  keep  a  journal,  which  she  regularly  trans- 
mitted to  my  father;  and  it  is  by  those  means  I  became  ac- 
quainted with  a  series  of  events  which,  I  am  sure,  would  cost 
my  dear  aunt  too  much  pain  for  me  to  wish  her  to  repeat 
them." 

"  They  travelled  all  over  the  continent ;  and  at  last,  fixed 
their  abode  in  one  of  the  most  fertile  vallies  in  Languedoc. 
The  style  of  their  living,  which  was  quite  a.  1'Anglaise,  pro- 
cured them  the  acquaintance  of  all  the  nobility  and  gentry, 
both  Foreign  and  English,  who  either  travelled  or  resided 
near  them. 

At  a  select  party  given  one  evening  by  an  English  nobleman, 
in  honor  of  the  birthday  of  his  Sovereign,  they  met  Lorenzo 
St.  Clair ;  he  appeared  very  young,  but  his  genteel  person  and 
insinuating  manners,  prepossessed  every  one  in  his  favour ; 
and  as  he  was  a  stranger,  the  enquiries  about  him  were  very 
general.  My  aunt  happened  to  be  seated  near  two  gentle- 
men who  were  speaking  of  St.  Clair,  and  she  overheard  the 
whole  of  their  conversation.  "  I  think  he  is  an  Englishman," 
said  one,  "  though  his  father  was  French ;  he  has  been  edu- 
cated at  one  of  the  national  schools  at  Paris,  for  the  instruction 
in  military  tactics;  but  I  fear  poor  Lorenzo's  disposition  will 
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never  qualify  him  for  a  soldier.     He  is  very  clever  ;  but  1 
think  his  genius  more  adapted  for  literature  than  war." 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  the  other,  sighing  deeply,  "  if  he  be 
destined  for  a  profession  which  he  does  not  like,  I  do  indeed 
pity  him." 

"Their  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  object  of  it, 
who,  having  refused  to  play  at  cards,  seated  himself  next 
my  aunt,  and  entered  into  conversation  with  her  on  various 
literary  topics ;  they  each  discovered  striking  talents  in  the 
other,  and  before  they  parted,  they  mutually,  though  tacitly, 
sighed  at  the  reflection  that  their  acquaintance  might  end 
with  this  interview." 

Mrs.  Hamilton  appeared  much  fatigued  with  talking; 
and  her  babe  having  awoke,  she  was  obliged  to  defer  the 
continuation  of  her  aunt's  story  till  the  evening.  They  re- 
fused the  rector's  invitation  to  dinner,  but  promised  to  return 
early  in  the  afternoon. 

This'they  did,  and  Mrs.  Hamilton  feeling  much  refreshed  by 
the  sleep  which  she  had  enjoyed,  continued  her  narrative  : — 

"  Lady  Fitzmorris,  who  appeared  much  delighted  with 
their  new  acquaintance,  gave  him  an  invitation  to  her  hotel, 
which  was  accordingly  accepted. 

The  next  evening  he  paid  his  first  visit,  and  really  astonished 
Lady  Fitzmorris  and  her  friend,  by  his  retentive  memory, 
and  the  superiority  of  his  oratorical  powers.  My  aunt,  who 
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has  ever  been  a  passionate  admirer  of  the  Belles- Lettres, 
listened  to  the  conversation  of  St.  Clair,  with  an  interest  in 
which  her  heart  largely  partook ;  and  it  was  but  too  evident, 
that  love  assisted  the  powers  of  rhetoric,  when  his  discourse 
was  addressed  to  the  fair  Evelina. 

St.  Clair  now  became  a  constant  visitor  at  the  hotel  of 
Lady  Fitzmorris  ;  and  it  was  soon  rumoured,  that  his  visits 
were  meant  more  to  Miss  Mortimer  than  to  her  elegant  and 
wealthy  hostess.  I  shall  forbear  giving  you  any  description 
of  my  aunt's  personal  attractions,  as  you  wilt  so  soon  have 
an  opportunity  of  judging  for  yourselves. 

If  St."  Clair  admired  her  for  her  personal  charms  and 
conversational  talents,  her  musical  abilities  completed  the 
conquest;  and  while  listening  to  the  'concord  of  sweet 
sounds '  which  she  drew  forth  from  the  harp  and  piano-forte, 
his  expressive  eyes  were  frequently  suffused  with  tears. 

Things  went  on  in  this  way,  till  one  morning,  St.  Clair 
entered  their  saloon  unannounced  ;  his  dress  was  negligent, 
his  face  pale,  and  his  whole  demeanor  indicated  hurry  and 
agitation.  "  I  am  obliged  to  leave  you,  my  amiable  friends," 
said  he,  "  my  presence  is  required  in  England  as  speedily  as 
I  can  possibly  arrive  there  ;  Ah  God  !  perhaps  my  uncle  has 
already  breathed  his  last,  and  the  unfortunate  Lorenzo  left  to 

struggle  with  all  the  miseries  of "     Here  he  suddenly 

stopped,  and  informed  them  in  a  less  incoherent  manner, 
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that  the  relative  on  whom  principally  depended  his  future 
prospects,  was  dangerously  ill,  and  it  might  be  of  very  serious 
consequence  if  the  old  gentleman  should  die  and  he  not  be 
with  him. 

Lady  Fitzmorris  expressed  her  regret  at  losing  her  young 
Demosthenes,  as  she  would  jocosely  style  him  ;  but  my  aunt 
could  not  speak,  she  could  scarely  breathe,  and  sat  trembling 
with  terror  lest  her  emotion  should  be  noticed. 

St.  Clair  rose  from  his  seat,  and  advancing  to  my  aunt, 
took  her  cold,  trembling  hand  in  his,  and,  in  a  voice  almost 
hoarse  with  agitation,  said,  "  I  think  it  would  tend  to  relieve 
the  weight  that  oppresses  my  sinking  heart,  if  I  could  leave 
the  continent  with  the  assurance  that  I  am  not  quite  indif- 
ferent to  you,  worthy  Miss  Mortimer.  The  very  first 
moment  I  beheld  you,  my  heart  forcibly  felt  your  influence ; 
the  impression  you  made,  strengthened  with  each  succeeding 
interview ;  till  I  felt  that  you,  and  only  you,  could  constitute 
my  happiness.  While  enjoying  the  pleasure  of  your  society, 
I  had  not  a  thought  or  wish  beyond ;  and  now,  that  I  am 
about  to  leave  you,  I  cannot  resist  the  impulse  of  telling  you 
the  situation  in  which  I  stand,  even  though  you  should  hate 
me  for  my  presumption." 

You  may  suppose  how  little  my  aunt  was  able  to  reply  ; 
but  Lady  Fitzmorris  told  St.  Clair,  that  whatever  Evelina's 
sentiments  might  be  towards  him,  she  could  not  enter  into 
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enter  into  any  engagements  without  her  brother's  sanction  ; 
"  Besides,"  continued  she,  "  you  are  a  stranger  to  us,  we 
are  totally  unacquainted  with  your  family  or  connections." 

"True!  most  true!"  he  replied,  "my  family  are  unex- 
ceptionable, and  they  once  were  rich ;  but  I ! — I  know  not 
what  I  am ;  perhaps  at  this  moment  I  may  be  a  needy  ad- 
venturer, and  doomed  to  earn  my  subsistence  by  the  labour 
of  my  hands  ;  but  what  of  that  ?  honest  industry  with  Evelina, 
would  be  Paradise  on  earth ;  and  the  talent  which  I  have 
cultivated  for  my  amusement,  I  need  not  blush  to  exercise 
as  a  profession."  With  these  words  he  drew.from  his  pocket 
a  perfect  and  highly  finished  miniature-likeness  of  my  aunt, 
which  he  presented  to  Lady  Fitzmorris. 

Astonishment  for  some  moments  seemed  to  have  chained 
her  faculties;  she  at  length  exclaimed —  "  An  artist  too !  and 
to  such  perfection !  Evelina  never  sat,  how  could  you  have 
done  this,  Lorenzo  ?  " 

"  Memory  requires  no  auxiliary  to  trace  the  features  that 
are  never  absent,  Madam,"  said  St.  Clair,  bowing. 

My  aunt  now  for  the  first  time  raised  her  eyes  to  him ; 
there  was  an  expression  in  them,  that  spoke  volumes ;  and 
encouraged  by  Lady  Fitzmorris,  she  satisfied  her  lover  by 
telling  him,  that  if  his  visits  met  the  approval  of  her  brother, 
she  would,  when  returned  to  England,  allow  him  to  renew 
them. 

VOL.  II.  N 
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Lady  Fitzmorris  forwarded  their  views,  by  giving  St. 
Clair  an  introductory  letter  to  my  father,  who  then  resided 
in  London  ;  this  she  sent  to  his  hotel,  as  she  would  not 
irritate  their  feelings  by  allowing  another  interview." 

Mrs.  Hamilton  now  ceased  speaking,  and  as  her  confine- 
ment was  but  recent,  she  having  not  lain-in  a  month,  her 
friends  took  leave,  in  the  hope  of  being  able  to  hear  the  re- 
mainder of  the  story  before  the  return  of  Mrs.  St.  Clair  from 
Exeter. 

Next  morning,  Eliza  and  Jessy,  accompanied  by  Mr. 
Desbro,  went  up  a  hill  of  considerable  height,  from  the  sum- 
mit oi  which,  they  beheld  the  beauties  of  the  surrounding 
country ;  and  Jessy  found  ample  scope  for  the  exercise  of 
her  genius. 

After  breakfast,  Eliza  proposed  a  walk,  to  visit  some  of 
her  old  pensioners;  Peggy  was  the  first,  whose  joy  at  seeing 
her  young  mistress  may  easily  be  imagined.  Eliza  asked 
all  particulars  relative  to  her  affairs ;  and  was  concerned  to 
hear  they  were  by  no  means  prosperous ;  but  Peggy  was 
nevertheless  happy,  because  William  made  her  such  a  kind 
husband. 

Eliza  asked  why  they  had  not  got  into  the  house  that  she 
once  spoke  of? 

Peggy  wiped  away  the  starting  tear  with  the  corner  of 
her  apron,  and  then  said,  "  Ah !  Miss,  'tis  easy  to  talk  of 
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what  one  will  do,  and  what  one  wont ;  but  when  sickness 
comes,  and  a  young  family,  and  a  doctor's  bill  to  pay,  and  the 
rent  every  week,  poor  people  find  it  hard ;  and  my  William 
would  sooner  live  on  bread  and  water  than  run  in  debt. 

There  is  as  pretty  a  place  as  you'd  wish  to  set  eyes  upon, 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  on  the  Exeter  road,  but  then  it  wants 
afortin  to  get  into  it." 

"  How  much  do  you  think  would  be  required,  Peggy?" 
said  Eliza. 

"  Laws,  Miss  !  why,  a  matter  o'forty  pounds,  I'll  be  bound 
for  it,  if  not  more." 

"  Well,  do  not  be  uneasy,"  said  Eliza,  "  let  William  call  at 
the  cottage  to-morrow  morning,  and  we  will  see  what  can  be 
done ;  meanwhile,  I  will  speak  to  my  uncle." 

"  Lauk  a  daisey  me  !  how  I  should  like  to  see  his  honor 
and  my  mistress." 

"  Well  then,"  said  Eliza,  "  come  with  your  husband,  I  am 
sure  they  will  be  glad  to  see  you." 

"Thank  you  kindly,  Miss,"  said  Peggy,  "and  the  Lord's 
blessing  be  on  you ;  Lunnun  has  not  spoilt  you  I  see ;  for 
you  are  the  same  sweet-spoken  young  lady  as  ever." 

Eliza  now  put  half  a  crown  into  the  hand  of  the  little  boy, 
which  example  was  followed  by  Jessy,  and  they  retired 
amidst  the  blessings  of  the  grateful  Peggy. 

Eliza  wished  to  have  paid  a  few  more  charitable  visits ; 
N  2 
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but  Jessy  was  so  anxious  to  get  to  the  rectory,  that  they  re- 
turned home  for  Mrs.  Wallace,  whom  they  found  waiting 
for  them. 

"  You  are  lucky  creatures,"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton  to  them, 
on  their  arrival  at  the  rectory ;  and  holding  up  a  letter  which 
she  had  just  received,  said,  "  my  aunt  will  not  be  home  before 
to-morrow  evening." 

"  I  would  say  I  am  glad  of  it,  said  Eliza,  "  if  I  were  not 
as  anxious  to  see  her  as  I  am  to  hear  her  story." 

The  ladies  partook  of  some  refreshment ;  after  which, 
Mrs.  Hamilton  resumed  her  interesting  tale. 

"  France  had  no  charms  for  them  after  St.  Clair  had  left 
it ;  and  my  aunt  had  confessed  to  Lady  Fitzmorris,  that  his 
presence  was  as  necessary  to  ,her  happiness,  as  her's  was  to 
his.  Lady  Fitzmorris  therefore  gave  up  her  intention  of 
extending  her  tour;  and,  having  considerably  benefitted  in 
her  health,  she  resolved  to  proceed  by  the  nearest  route  to 
England. 

They  arrived,  without  any  material  occurrence,  at  Dover, 
whence  my  aunt  wrote  to  my  father,  to  inform  him  they  would 
be  in  Portland  Place  on  the  following  evening.  You  may 
imagine  the  delight  of  Evelina,  when  the  chaise  stopped  at 
the  house  of  Lady  Fitzmorris,  on  seeing  her  brother  accom- 
panied by  St.  Clair.  This  was  a  proof,  that  his  addresses 
would  not  be  objected  to ;  and  Lady  Fitzmorris,  notwith- 
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standing  the  fatigue  of  her  journey,  had  a  private  conference 
with  my  father,  in  which  she  spoke  so  highly  of  her  favorite, 
that  my  father  thought  every  week  an  age  till  he  could  call 
St.  Clair,  brother. 

But  here  1  must  make  one  digression,  to  lament  the  re- 
prehensibilityof  conduct  which  shewed  itself  on  all  sides.  Love 
on  the  part  of  my  aunt,  and  unlimited  confidence  on  that  of 
my  father  and  Lady  Fitzmorris,  who,  while  they  admired 
the  worth,  and  prized  the  accomplishments  of  Lorenzo,  never 
thought  of  obtaining  the  consent  of  his  relation  and  guardian. 
That  would  have  saved  all  the  sorrows  which  afterwards  be- 
came the  portion  of  the  ill-fated  St.  Clair.  He  was  not 
even  thought  of;  but  being  recovered,  he  was  gone  to  Bath; 
and  St.  Clair  forgot  that  the  earth  contained  another  being 
save  himself  and  Evelina. 

But  to  continue, — My  aunt  observed  with  pain  and  asto- 
nishment, that  the  nearer  the  time  advanced  for  the  completion 
of  her  nuptials,  the  more  thoughtful  and  melancholy  St. 
Clair  appeared.  My  aunt  mentioned  her  observations  to  her 
friend,  who  took  the  liberty  of  asking  him  if  he  was  labouring 
under  any  temporary  difficulties  of  a  pecuniary  nature ;  that 
if  so,  her  purse  was  at  his  service.  He  thanked  her,  and 
assured  her,  that  was  not  the  case :  and  though  he  became 
every  day  more  and  more  depressed,  yet  he  could  not  bear 
to  be  a  moment  absent  from  my  aunt ;  who  forbore  to  men- 
tion her  inquietude  to  my  father. 
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The  morning  at  length  arrived ;  and  my  aunt,  attended  by 
Lady  Fitzmorris  and  my  father,  went  to  church.  St.  Clair 
was  already  there ;  and  though  his  eyes  beamed  with  all  the 
expression  of  love,  still  he  looked  the  image  of  despair. 

A  presentiment  of  future  evil  sei/ed  the  bosom  of  my  aunt; 
and  her  limbs  could  scarcely  perform  their  office  as  she  ad- 
vanced to  the  altar.  She  turned  towards  St.  Clair,  as  if  to 
gather  confidence  from  his  looks,  but  beheld  him  pale  and 
trembling.  The  ceremony  began ;  but  the  voice  of  St.  Clair 
faltered  so,  that  the  responses  were  hardly  audible.  When 
the  concluding  benediction,  which  made  them  irrevocably 
one,  was  pronounced,  St.  Clair  uttered  a  deep  groan,  and 
fell  senseless  on  the  marble  pavement. 

You  may  easily  imagine  the  consternation  which  pre- 
vailed :  the  clergyman  would  have  had  him  conveyed  to  the 
vestry,  and  medical  assistance  procured ;  bat  my  father 
judged  it  most  expedient  to  have  him  taken  home.  He  was 
carefully  put  into  the  carriage,  my  father  supporting  him  in 
his  arms,  and  the  coachman  ordered  to  drive  home  as  slowly 
as  possible. 

The  situation  of  the  bride  was  truly  heart-rending.  Lady 
Fitzmorris  offered  all  the  consolation  friendship  could  sug- 
gest, although  she  stood  almost  as  much  in  need  of  it  as  the 
afflicted  Evelina.  She  accused  herself  as  the  cause  of  all, 
and  secretly,  though  bitterly,  lamented  the  circumstances 
that  had  ever  introduced  St.  Clair  to  her  acquaintance. 
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The  motion  of  the  carriage,  though  very  gentle,  aroused 
Lorenzo  from  his  insensibility ;  and  the  colour  slowly  re- 
turned to  his  lips.  But  the  horror  of  his  companions  was, 
if  possible,  augmented  when  they  observed  him,  devoutly 
cross  himself,  and,  in  a  voice  of  smothered  agony,  exclaim, 
Oh  !  holy  Mother !  what  have  I  done  I  A  heretic  ! — pardon 
blessed  Virgin!  pardon.  And  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands,  he  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears. 

The  first  sensations  that  arose  in  the  bosoms  of  his  friends 
was,  apprehension  for  his  intellects  ;  but  the  fatal  truth  soon 
burst  like  a  thunderbolt  upon  their  devoted  heads.  St.  Clair 
had  been  educated  in  the  most  rigid  tenets  of  the  Catholic 
faith;  and  so  firmly  was  his  soul  incorporated  with  his  creed, 
that  he  considered  his  marriage  as  an  act  of  apostacy  which 
condemned  him  to  excommunication  here,  and  irremediable 
perdition  hereafter. 

On  their  arrival  at  home,  St.  Clair  refused  to  see  a  phy- 
sician, but  suffered  himself  to  be  assisted  to  his  chamber.  He 
threw  himself  on  the  bed,  but  sleep  did  not  shed  its  balmy  in- 
fluence over  his  oppressed  senses ;  heavy  and  unrefreshed,  he 
again  entered  the  drawing  room  ;  my  father  was  not  there  ; 
he  was  gone  home  to  my  mother,  to  invent  some  plausible  ex- 
cuse in  order  to  prevent  her  going  to  Lady  Fitzmorris's, 
as  had  been  originally  intended.  St.  Clair  knelt  at  the  feet 
of  Evelina  ;  one  moment  he  addressed  her  in  words  of  the 
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most  impassioned  tenderness,  imploring  her  pardon  for  hav- 
ing deceived  her,  and  her  pity  for  the  excess  of  that  love 
which  had  led  him  thus  to  err.  And  the  next  he  deprecated 
the  vengeance  that  he  had  drawn  on  himself  and  her,  by 
the  dereliction  of  his  faith. 

In  vain  she  assured  him,  that  nothing  could  lessen  her 
affection,  in  vain  she  prayed  with  him,  and  endeavoured  to 
persuade  him  it  was  his  fate,  and  that  the  divine  hand  had 
guided  him  to  conviction  of  a  clearer  light.  He  listened, 
because  he  loved ;  but  before  the  next  day,  the  agitation  of 
his  mind  had  thrown  him  into  a  fever. 

During  his  illness,  which  lasted  six  weeks,  my  father  was 
his  constant  attendant,  frequently  accompanied  by  a  pro- 
testant  clergyman ;  who  pointed  out  to  him  such  passages  in 
the  bible  as  were  best  calculated  to  comfort  him  in  his  uncer- 
tain state.  They  exhorted,  and  prayed  with  him ;  and  if 
not  convinced,  he  appeared  at  least  cheered. 

When  he  left  his  chamber,  his  mind  was  amused  by  the 
joint  exertions  of  his  wife  and  Lady  Fitzmorris,  whose  house 
continued  to  be  their  home ;  he  was  a  constant  attendant  at 
church;  and  he  gave  his  friends  every  reason  to  hope  that 
his  conversion  was  effected." 

Once  more  Mrs.  Hamilton  stopped ;  and,  after  apologi- 
zing for  the  weakness  which  prevented  her  going  on,  said,  she 
hoped  that  she  should  be  able  to  conclude  her  tale  in  the 
evening. 
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Her  auditors  had  already  paid  a  large  tribute  of  tears  to 
the  misfortunes  of  the  ill-fated  pair,  but  took  their  leave, 
promising  to  return  in  the  afternoon. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Desbro  was  entertaining  Mr.  Hamilton 
with  a  narration,  which  though  less  pathetic,  was  not  less 
interesting.  He  had  related  to  him  all  that  had  happened 
in  London,  from  the  period  of  Eliza's  discovering  her  affinity 
to  Henry,  to  that  of  their  coming  to  Devonshire,  and  the 
purpose  for  which  they  came ;  and  received  the  heartfelt 
congratulations  of  the  worthy  rector. 

The  clouds  had  been  lowering  the  whole  of  the  morning;  yet, 
so  ready  are  we  all  to  speak  and  even  think  as  we  wish,  that 
it  was  the  opinion  of  our  friends  it  would  clear  off.  It  how- 
ever proved  otherwise ;  and  a  heavy  rain  which  lasted  all  the 
afternoon,  left  the  ground  so  damp  as  to  render  it  impossible 
for  them  to  renew  their  visit  till  the  next  day. 

Eliza  lamented  the  want  of  her  harp ;  but  in  conversing 
of  their  dear  friends  in  London,  and  their  nearly  approaching 
happiness,  together  with  remarks  on  the  story  of  Mrs.  St. 
Clair,  the  evening  passed  very  pleasantly. 

In  the  morning,  Peggy  and  her  husband  called  ,  and  Mr. 
Desbro,  after  making  every  enquiry  relative  to  the  state  of 
their  affairs,  desired  William  to  send  the  landlord  of  the 
public  house  to  him  ;  and  he  would  settle  every  thing  with 
him.  The  grateful  couple  nearly  overwhelmed  Mr.  Desbro 
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with  their  acknowledgments,  and  departed  as  happy  as  on 
the  day  they  went  to  church  to  be  married. 

Eliza  and  Jessy  now  set  out  for  their  walk,  after  having 
appointed  to  meet  Mrs.  Wallace  at  the  rectory.  They  in- 
tended to  go  to  Dame  Jones ;  but  as  the  rain  of  the  preceding 
day  had  made  it  too  wet  for  them  to  cross  the  meadows,  and 
the  way  by  the  main  road  was  too  far  round,  they  looked 
in  at  a  few  cottages,  at  the  most  of  which,  Eliza  left  some 
token  of  remembrance,  and  then  retraced  their  steps  to  where 
their  appointment  led  them.' 

Mr.  Hamilton  met  them  at  the  gate,  and  smilingly  ex- 
tending a  hand  to  each,  said,  "  Lest  Maria's  interest  in  her 
aunt's  history  should  make  her  forgetful  of  our  own  more 
immediate  concerns,  I  wish  you  to  know,  fair  ladies,  that  you 
are  to  be  my  visitors  to-morrow ;  my  wife  will,  I  hope,  be 
able  to  leave  her  chamber,  and  the  rectory  will  once  more 
be  honored  by  the  presence  of  its  old  Sunday  guests." 

The  hospitable  invitation  was  accepted ;  and  the  young 
ladies,  tripping  lightly  up  stairs,  astonished  their  friends  by 
their  early  arrival. 

"  My  dear  girls  !  "  said  Mrs.  "Wallace,  "  how  came  you 
here  so  soon  1  I  have  not  been  in  five  minutes." 

Jessy  briefly  related  the  reason,  when  Mrs.  Hamilton  said, 
"  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  I  fear  I  shall  hardly  have  time  to  finish 
my  little  romance." 
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"  I  would  it  were  indeed  a  romance,"  said  Eliza,  compas- 
sionately, "even  the  recital  of  such  a  fiction  would  excite 
our  sympathy." 

Mrs.  Hamilton  pressed  her  hand,  sighed,  and  again  re- 
sumed the  narrative : — 

"  Yet  the  spirits  of  St.  Clair  were  depressed,  and  his  con- 
stitution visibly  declined  ;  but  he  never  complained ;  he  ap- 
peared grateful  to  his  Evelina  and  her  friend,  for  their  efforts 
to  amuse  him;  and  to  please  them,  frequently  affected  a 
cheerfulness,  he  was  far  from  feeling. 

Lady  Fitzmorris  insisted  on  bearing  the  whole  expense  of 
their  splendid  establishment,  so  that  St.  Clair  was  entirely 
exempted  from  any  domestic  cares.  My  aunt's  fortune  had 
been  settled  on  herself,  and  his  allowance  had  hitherto  been 
equal  to  his  wishes. 

He  had  been  persuaded  to  take  a  journey  to  Bath,  for  the 
double  purpose  of  paying  his  duty  to  his  uncle,  who  had  fixed 
his  residence  there,  and  of  trying,  by  change  of  scene,  to  re- 
establish his  own  health.  But  as  it  was  necessary  that  his 
marriage  should  be  kept  a  secret,  my  aunt  was  to  remain 
with  Lady  Fitzmorris. 

A  few  days  previous  to  the  one  on  which  he  intended  to 
set  off,  he  was  reading  a  morning  paper,  in  the  room  where 
my  aunt  and  her  friend  were  seated  at  work ;  they  were  sud- 
denly startled  by  a  deep  groan,  and  were  but  just  in  time  to 
prevent  St.  Clair's  falling  from  his  chair. 
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My  aunt  supported  him  in  her  arms,  while  Lady  Fitzmorris, 
who  suspected  that  he  was  suddenly  affected  by  something 
that  he  had  been  reading,  took  up  the  paper,  when  the  fol- 
lowing paragraph  met  her  eye  : — "  We  understand  that  the 
death  of  the  Chevalier,  Colonel  St.  Clair,  was  occasioned  by 
his  being  suddenly  informed  of  the  marriage  of  his  nephew 
and  heir  with  a  Heretic,  and  his  consequent  dereliction  of 
the  religion  of  his  fathers.  The  Colonel's  estates  will  devolve 
to  some  distant  branches  of  the  family.  Such  are  the  blessed 
effects  of  conversion ! " 

The  paper  dropped  from  the  hands  of  Lady  Fitzmorris, 
and  she  joined  with  my  aunt  in  trying  to  speak  peace  and 
comfort  to  the  wounded  spirit  of  St.  Clair. 

But  it  was  all  in  vain;  he  execrated  himself  as  his  uncle's 
murderer,  and  struck  his  breast  in  all  the  phrenzy  of  despair. 
Not  even  the  persuasive  eloquence  of  his  adored  Evelina 
could  soothe  him  ;  but  suddenly  ringing  the  bell,  he  ordered 
a  coach  to  be  called,  and  without  declaring  his  intentions, 
left  the  house. 

Lady  Fitzmorris,  with  admirable  presence  of  mind,  or- 
dered a  servant  to  follow  the  coach,  to  be  sure  not  to  lose 
sight  of  it,  but  bring  word  where  it  stopt. 

The  only  person  to  whom  my  unhappy  aunt  could  have 
applied  for  advice,  under  her  accumulated  afflictions,  would 
have  been  her  brother,  but  he  had  long  ceased  to  reside  in 
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London;  and  though  they  regularly  corresponded,  still  it 
was  not  like  personal  communication. 

In  about  half  an  hour  the  man  returned,  and  informed  his 
anxious  mistress,  that  the  coach  had  stopped  at  the  house  of 
a  Roman  Catholic  priest,  near  the  french  chapel. 

This  intelligence  allayed  their  fears  for  St.  Clair's  safety ; 
and  when  he  returned,  which  was  not  till  late  in  the  evening, 
he  appeared  quite  calm. 

Every  day  he  went  to  confess ;  but  dreadful  were  the  pe- 
nances and  abstinences  to  which  he  devoted  himself;  fre- 
quently would  he  rise  at  midnight,  and  after  spending  some 
time  in  prayer,  stretch  himself  along  the  carpet,  nor  could 
any  persuasions  induce  him  to  return  to  bed. 

One  day  when  he  had  been  with  his  confessor  a  longer 
time  than  usual,  he  rushed  wildly  into  the  room  where  my 
aunt  and  Lady  Fitzmorris  were  sitting,  and  fixing  on  the 
former  a  look  of  wild  despair,  exclaimed,  "  Evelina !  adored 
wife  of  my  affections  !  We  must  part !  I  no  longer  dare  to 
enjoy  the  chaste  endearments  of  thy  loved  society;  my  con- 
fessor tells  me,  there  is  no  hope  for  me  in  heaven,  while  I 
continue  my  intercourse  with  one  of  the  reformed  church." 

"  And  do  you  really  think  that  such  privations  are  accep- 
table to  God  ?  Oh !  no,  my  poor  misled  Lorenzo ;  true 
piety,  wears  a  sweeter,  milder  aspect,"  said  my  aunt. 

"  I  might  think  so  too,  had  I  never  been  taught  to  think 
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otherwise,"  replied  St.  Clair ;  "  but  do  not  mislead  yourself, 
my  Evelina !  believe  not  the  fanatic  who  will  pretend  he 
can  convert.  Not  even  love  itself  can  change  a  mind  whose 
principles  are  fixed.  Be  the  faith  what  it  may,  it  is  the 
same  ;  the  external  shew  may  last  a  time,  but  none  see  the 
inward  struggles ; — they  are  on\yfelt. 

Seeing  that  no  persuasion  could  divert  him  from  his  pur- 
pose, it  was  agreed,  that  apartments  should  be  taken  for 
him,  as  near  the  residence  of  his  spiritual  friend  as  could  be 
procured ;  a  servant  hired  to  attend  him ;  and  Lady  Fitz- 
morris  was  to  visit  him  every  day.  I  will  not  pain  your 
bosoms  by  a  description  of  their  parting ;  but  it  was  the 
utmost  that  St.  Clair  could  endure.  His  naturally  delicate 
frame  sunk  under  it ;  and  a  rapid  decline  terminated  his 
bodily  and  mental  sufferings  in  less  than  two  months  after 
their  separation. 

I  had  not  long  been  married,"  continued  Mrs.  Hamilton ; 
"  and  the  death  of  my  dear  father  prevented  my  going  to 
offer  my  consolations  to  my  aunt,  whose  acute  grief  for  one 
object  was  only  diverted  by.  the  loss  of  one  equally  dear: 
that  brother  who,  next  to  the  unfortunate  St.  Clair,  had 
always  been  the  possessor  of  her  dearest  affections. 

So  you  see,  my  dear  Miss  Courtney,  that  the  human  frame 
is  stronger  than  we  sometimes  suppose ;  otherwise  my  poor 
aunt  had  long  ago  sunk  beneath  the  weight  of  her  afflictions. 


OR  THE  LOCKET  WATCH.  185 

It  is  three  months  since  death  deprived  her  of  Lady  Fitz- 
morris ;  and  she  then  came  to  reside  with  us.  And  indeed, 
I  find  her  company  a  great  acquisition,  for  since  I  have  been 
deprived  of  my  amiable  neighbours,  I  have  often  felt  the  want 
of  a  female  companion." 

Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace  appeared  much  gratified  by  the 
compliment  thus  paid  them.  As  soon  as  their  emotion  would 
allow  them  to  speak,  Mrs.  Wallace  enquired  the  age  of  St. 
Clair? 

"  He  had  just  entered  his  thirtieth  year,"  said  her  in- 
formant, deeply  sighing. 

"  And  your  aunt?" 

"  She  is  now  thirty-three." 

"  Young  indeed  !  to  have  suffered  thus  severely,"  said 
Mrs.  Wallace ;  "  but  let  us  hope  there  is  still  some  happiness 
in  store  for  her  ;  when  time  shall  have  blunted  the  keenness 
of  her  sorrows,  there  may  yet  be  found  some  one  who  may 
enliven  the  evening  of  her  days." 

"  Oh!  my  dear  Mrs.  Wallace,"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton,  "a 
thought  has  sometimes  crossed  my  mind,  which  would  have 
been  cherished  with  pleasure,  had  not  Hamilton  ridiculed  it, 
as  absurd  and  romantic." 

"  What  is  it  ? "  said  Eliza. 

"  I  never  knew  but  one  individual,"  continued  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  who  exactly  resembled  the  unfortunate  St.  Clair, 
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both  in  person  and  manner ;  and  must  confess,  I  should  like 
to  see  him  the  future  guardian  of  poor  Evelina's  happiness." 

"And  that  is •?"  said  Eliza. 

"  I  think  I  could  guess,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace. 

"  And  I'm  sure  I  could,"  cried  Jessy. 

"Then  who  do  you  do  suppose  it  can  be?"  interrogated 
Mrs.  Hamilton. 

"Why,  uncle  Desbro,  to  be  sure,"  said  the  animated  Jessy. 
"  I  am  certain  there  is  not  another  man  but  him,  who  could 
supply  the  place  of  Lorenzo  St.  Clair. 

Eliza  tenderly  embraced  and  thanked  Jessy  for  the  man- 
ner in  which  she  had  expressed  herself  relative  to  her  beloved 
uncle ;  but  said,  that  she  feared  he  would  never  be  persuaded 
to  enter  the  matrimonial  state. 

"  That  is  more  than  we  can  say,  my  love,"  observed  Mrs. 
Wallace.  "  The  situation  of  your  uncle  is  now  totally 
different  from  what  it  was  when  he  formed  that  resolution  ; 
and  if  he  could  see  that  woman  whom  he  thought  capable  of 
ensuring  his  happiness,  I  should  not  be  surprised  at  all,  if 
he  changed  his  sentiments ;  and  indeed  I  would  be  the  first 
to  use  my  influence  in  persuading  him  to  do  so." 

The  subject  was  now  dropped,  as  they  recollected  that  Mr. 
Desbro  would  be  waiting  dinner,  Mrs.  Hamilton  did  not, 
however,  forget  to  mention  their  engagement  for  the  next 
day.  "  I  shall  dine  below,"  said  she,  "for  the  first  time, 
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indeed,  f  wished  to  have  gone  to  church ;  but  as  my  month 
does  not  expire  till  Tuesday,  Hamilton  will  not  allow  me  to 
go  out  sooner.  I  shall  therefore  make  my  appearance  abroad 
on  Wednesday,  and  I  think  we  intend  to  christen  the  little 
fellow  at  the  same  time." 

"  What  is  to  be  his  name  ?  "  said  Jessy. 

"  Indeed,  I  can  hardly  tell,"  replied  Mrs.  Hamilton ;  "  my 
aunt  wished  to  have  been  his  godmother,  in  order  to  bestow 
on  him  the  name  of  her  lamented  St.  Clair  ;  but  as  the  ap- 
pellation is  a  Romish  one,  I  do  not  think  Hamilton  will  allow 
its  being  borne  by  a  Protestant.  He  will  therefore,  I  sup- 
pose, be  called  Augustus  George,  after  my  father." 

The  ladies  now  took  leave;  and  when  about  half  way 
home,  they  met  Mr.  Desbro  coming  to  fetch  them. 

"  I  have  such  news  for  you,  girls ! "  said  he ;  "  a  trunk  from 
London,  with,  I  suppose,  all  the  wedding  paraphernalia,  and 
lots  of  letters  from  our  friends,  which  must  be  answered  this 
evening,  as  I  intend  going  to  London  myself  on  Monday." 

'*  So  soon  ! "  they  both  at  once  exclaimed. 

"It  is  necessary,"  returned  Mr.  Desbro;  "lawyers  are 
dilatory  people,  and  lovers  usually  impatient;  so  that  Mr. 
Morland  and  myself  will  have  sufficient  employment  between 
parties  so  opposite." 

They  were  now  at  home ;  when  Mr.  Desbro  assuring  them 
that  all  their  friends  were  well,  they  yielded  to  his  entreaties 
of  not  opening  their  letters  till  after  dinner. 
VOL.  11.  o 
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Although  our  heroine  and  her  friend  were  very  different 
from  that  part  of  their  sex  whose  lives  are  devoted  to  nothing 
but  the  decoration  of  their  persons,  yet  they  had  enough  of 
the  female  in  their  disposition,  to  think  the  time  they  passed 
at  dinner  unusually  long  ;  and  were  not  a  little  pleased  when 
the  wished-for  opportunity  of  withdrawing  was  afforded 
them.  But  justice  must  be  done  them,  to  say,  that  the  letters 
were  opened  before  the  trunk.  Those  were,  such  as  might 
naturally  be  expected;  but  delightful  indeed  were  their 
feelings,  on  reading  the  encomiums  passed  on  them  by  their 
lovers,  for  not  writing  first ;  but  concluded  with  hoping  that 
their  epistles  would  be  answered. 

The  trunk  contained,  besides  the  articles  which  had  been 
ordered  by  them  in  London,  two  silver  fillagree  caskets,  ele- 
gantly wrought ;  each  containing  a  lady's  gold  watch  with 
suitable  appendages,  and  a  complete  set  of  ornaments 
en  suite,  composed  of  richly  chased  gold,  delicately  in- 
tersected with  pearl. 

The  trinkets  were  universally  admired.  And  Mr.  Desbro, 
though  he  could  not  help  applauding  the  refined  taste  of  the 
two  gentlemen,  expressed  his  disappointment  at  being  de- 
prived of  the  pleasure  he  had  promised  himself,  of  presenting 
them  with  those  additions  to  their  bridal  finery. 

Eliza  and  Jessy  had  now  sufficient  subject  for  forming  the 
materials  for  the  requested  answers  to  their  letters ;  the  wri- 
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ting  of  which,  and  the  necessary  preparations  for  their  ap- 
pearance at  church  on  the  following  morning,  occupied  them, 
till  it  was  too  late  to  take  their  accustomed  walk.  They 
retired  to  bed  early,  but  it  was  long  ere  they  closed  their 
eyes,  having  devoted  a  long  time  to  conversation  on  the  in- 
teresting story  of  Mrs.  St.  Clair. 

Eliza's  feelings,  were  so  complicated  on  entering  the 
church,  that  it  would  have  been  difficult  for  her  to  have  de- 
fined them  ;  but  she  was  sufficiently  collected,  to  remember 
she  was  in  the  presence  of  that  being  who  had  sustained  and 
cherished  her,  and  had  brought  her  eventful  life  to  that 
crisis,  which  would  ultimately  insure  her  happiness. 

She  sunk  on  her  knees ;  and  leaning  her  head  on  the  seat, 
remained  for  a  considerable  time  in  fervent  prayer.  When 
she  arose,  she  was  somewhat  disconcerted  on  perceiving  a 
gentleman  attentively  observing  her ;  she  drew  her  veil  close 
over  her  face,  and  her  attention  to  the  pious  Mr.  Hamilton 
made  her  forget  that  any  one  had  noticed  her. 

Jessy  was  delighted  with  the  discourse  of  the  young 
rector,  but  more  so  with  the  neatness  of  the  place,  and  the 
simplicity  of  its  decorations.  The  clean  and  healthy  ap- 
pearance of  the  congregation  excited  her  highest  commen- 
dation ;  especially  as  they  were  mostly  of  the  labouring  classes ; 
and  she  had  arrived  at  the  rectory  before  her  eulogium  was 
concluded. 

o  2 
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Mrs.  Hamilton  was  in  the  parlour ;  and  after  welcoming 
her  guests  with  all  her  natural  sweetness,  apologised  for 
her  aunt  not  yet  being  ready,  as  she  was  so  much  fatigued 
from  her  recent  journey,  that  she  had  slept  that  morning 
longer  than  usual,  and  was  now  dressing. 

"  Mr.  Hamilton  must  be  the  happiest  man  in  the  world." 
said  Jessy,  still  reverting  to  the  church,  "  to  see  his  little 
flock  so  orderly  and  respectable." 

"  Indeed,  my  love,"  replied  Mrs.  Hamilton,  "  it  affords  him 
no  small  satisfaction,  1  assure  you ;  but  he  ascribes  all  the 
merit  of  it  to  his  worthy  predecessor.  He  is  very  anxious 
to  achieve  something  for  the  public  good  ;  but  I  fear  he 
will  have  little  success.  He  had  set  his  mind  upon  the 
establishment  of  a  Sunday  school,  for  the  number  of  poor 
children  are  daily  increasing ;  but  the  opulent  not  being  by 
any  means  sufficient  to  answer  the  numerous  claims  of  the 
needy,  he  has  for  some  time  been  -obliged  to  suspend  his 
exertions  in  the  forwarding  of  that  laudable  undertaking." 

Eliza  listened  with  profound  attention  to  what  Mrs.  Ha- 
milton had  said.  She  wished  much  to  leave  behind  her 
some  lasting  memorial  of  her  attachment  towards,  what  she 
considered,  her  native  village ;  and  was  surprised  that  the 
idea  of  a  Sunday  school  had  never  occurred  to  her.  She 
therefore  resolved  to  have  some  conversation  with  her  uncle 
OD  the  subject,  previous  to  a  consultation  with  the  rector 
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from  whom  it  was  necessary  to  learn,  how  large  a  sum  would 
be  required  at  first,  and  on  what  plan  the  institution  should 
be  conducted. 

Footsteps  were  now  heard  approaching;  and  a  moment 
after,  Mrs.  Hamilton  had  the  pleasure  of  introducing  her 
guests  to  Mrs.  St.  Clair ! 

She  did  not  appear  more  than  twenty-eight  years  of  age  ; 
just  tall  enough  to  be  elegant,  without  attracting  observation 
as  to  her  height.  Her  limbs  finely  rounded  ;  her  fair  com- 
plexion beautifully  contrasted  with  a  pair  of  dark  eyes  beam- 
ing with  expression ;  but  which  were  almost  .hid  by  the  length 
of  their  lashes.  A  profusion  of  light  brown  hair,  part  of 
which  was  confined  beneath  a  cap  of  white  crape ;  the  rest 
in  ringlets,  which  were  parted  on  each  side  of  her  fine  polished 
forehead.  A  pretty  little  mouth,  which  half  opened  to  dis- 
play teeth  of  the  most  dazzling  whiteness.  A  certain  air  of 
seriousness  which  pervaded  her  countenance,  showed  that 
she  had  been  well  acquainted  with  sorrow.  Her  dress,  which 
was  of  black  silk,  added  much  to  the  interest  of  her  appear- 
ance ;  and  the  surprise  exhibited  in  the  countenances  of  the 
assembled  guests,  proved  that  her  person  far  exceeded  the 
expectations  they  had  formed  of  it.  Yet,  so  little  con- 
scious did  she  seem  of  her  own  attractions,  that  the  words  of 
the  celebrated  poet  might  have  been  truly  applied  to  her: — 

•''  Thoughtless  of  beauty,  ihe  was  beaut/*  self." 
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It  was  with  difficulty  our  ladies  could  withdraw  their  eyes 
from  this  truly  fascinating  creature ;  while  the  recollection 
of  her  affecting  history  drew  from  their  bosoms  the  sigh  of 
heartfelt  commiseration. 

The  entrance  of  the  gentlemen  completed  the  party ;  and 
Eliza  noticed,  with  pleasure,  the  effect  which  the  introduction 
seemed  to  have  on  her  uncle  ;  for  to  see  her  own  admiration 
sanctioned  by  his  approval,  constituted  the  first  wish  of  her 
heart. 

During  dinner,  Mr.  Desbro's  attentions  were  so  equally 
divided  among  the  ladies,  that  it  would  have  been  hard  to 
say,  to  whom  he  was  most  attentive.  But  when  they  returned 
to  the  drawing  room,  and  entered  into  conversation,  his 
countenance  indicated  the  intellectual  treat  he  was  enjoying. 
Indeed,  the  refined  rationality  of  her  ideas,  and  the  purity 
and  elegance  with  which  she  uttered  them,  proved  Mrs.  St. 
Clair's  abilities,  to  have  been  by  no  means  overrated  in  her 
niece's  description. 

Jessy  found  an  opportunity  of  whispering  to  Eliza, 
that  Mrs.  St.  Clair  was  uncle  Desbro  in  petticoats ;  while 
that  lady  regarded  our  heroine  with  an  equal  share  of 
admiration. 

During  the  evening,  a  conversation  took  place»  in  which 
the  subject  of  the  Sunday  school  was  introduced.  Mr. 
Desbro,  judging  Eliza's  thoughts  by  her  countenance,  re- 
quested Mr.  Hamilton  to  call  on  him  in  the  morning. 
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"  I  thought  you  were  going  to  London,  Sir,  to-morrow  ? " 
said  Mrs.  Wallace. 

"  I  must  unavoidably  postpone  my  journey  till  the  next 
day,"  rejoined  Mr.  Desbro,  "  1  had  forgotten  that  I  appointed 
a  person  to  meet  me  to-morrow  on  business,  which  I  wish 
concluded  immediately." 

Eliza  guessed  it  was  about  Peggy's  business,  that  this 
appointment  had  been  made;  and  she  went  home  with  a 
heart,  bounding  with  delight,  at  the  happiness  she  would  so 
soon  confer,  on  a  humble  but  deserving  object. 

They  could  neither  think  nor  talk  of  any  thing  but  the 
lovely,  interesting  widow.  "  Such  a  woman,"  said  Mr. 
Desbro,  sighing  deeply,  "  is  the  one  with  whom  I  could  have 
joyed  to  have  passed  my  days.  In  such  society— with  such 
a  companion  !  how  sweet  would  have  been  the  labour  of 
toiling  up  the  rugged  hill  of  life.  But  Providence  ordained 
it  otherwise,  and  I  regret  it  not :  the  privations  I  have  been 
fated  to  endure,  have  ultimately  blessed  me  with  happiness 
beyond  the  usual  allotment  of  mankind.  Yes,  my  Eliza!" 
he  continued,  while  he  clasped  her  with  ardour  to  his  bosom, 
"  your  love,  your  gratitude,  are  more  sacred  to  my  heart, 
than  all  the  endearments  that  result  from  self-gratification." 

Eliza's  heart  was  two  full  to  allow  her  to  speak ;  but  Mrs. 
Wallace  said,  she  hoped  the  time  was  come  when  he  would 
enjoy  the  reward  to  which  he  was  entitled,  for  the  for- 
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bearance  with  which  he  had  encountered  unmerited  and 
accumulated  sufferings.  "  Your  reward,"  said  she,  "  will  not 
be  only  in  witnessing  the  happiness  of  others;  I  shall,  old  as 
I  am,  still  live  to  see  you  blessed  in  yourself;  and  in  pos- 
session of  those  enjoyments  which  alone  constitute  real 
happiness." 

"  Do  you  recollect,  dearest  friend,  that  you  are  addressing 
a  man  who  has  already  entered  his  forty  third  year  ? "  said 
Mr.  Desbro,  endeavouring  to  force  a  smile. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Wallace,  (her  features  beam- 
ing with  the  sudden  glow  of  enthusiasm,)  "  but  I  recollect 
also,  that  those  years,  which  in  another  would  approximate 
to  age,  in  you  may  be  termed,  jouth  matured.  Your  life 
has  been  passed  in  the  practice  of  every  moral  and  social 
virtue ;  even  that  one  act,  which  you  once  so  deeply  depre- 
cated, was  not  guilt ;  it  was  the  momentary  feeling  of  ven- 
geance fo  most  bitter  injuries. 

A  stranger  to  those  vices  to  which  your  sex  are  in  general 
but  too  prone,  and  to  whioh  the  empty  mind  flies  for  recre- 
ation ;  your  amusements  have  been  rational,  and  your  pur- 
suits, such  as  leave  not  behind  them  one  retrospective  pang." 
Mr.  Desbro  was  about  to  answer,  when  Jessy  exclaimed, 
"  Do  for  goodness  sake,  let  us  go  to  bed,  or  our  good  moni- 
tress  here,  will  make  uncle  Desbro  so  insufferably  vain." 
But  the  kiss  which  she  impressed  on  the  cheek  of  the  last 
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speaker  sufficiently,  demonstrated  the  pleasure  she  felt,  in 
hearing  the  guardian  and  relation  of  her  friend  so  highly 
appreciated. 

The  next  morning,  Eliza,  accompanied  by  Jessy,  went  to 
Dame  Jones.  But  here,  a  melancholy  scene  presented  itself. 
She  had  recently  become  a  widow,  and,  from  a  fever  which 
she  had  caught  in  attending  her  husband,  she  was  still  so 
weak,  as  to  be  scarcely  able  to  hold  either  the  needle  or  dis- 
taff; one  or  other  of  which,  she  was  obliged  to  ply  incessantly, 
in  order  to  procure  the  coarsest  subsistance  for  herself  and 
two  children.  v 

"  Even  my  poor  bit  of  garden  is  neglected,  and  overrun 
with  weeds,"  said  she ;  "  when  I  was  able,  I  managed  it 
myself;  but  I  am  now  too  weak,  and  I  cannot  afford  to  pay 
any  one  to  do  it  for  me." 

Eliza  looked  earnestly  at  the  good  woman  while  she  was 
speaking.  She  had  always  noticed  Dame  Jones  as  being,  in 
her  manners,  very  much  above  the  class  of  people  to  which 
she  belonged.  The  cleanliness  of  her  habitation,  the  decent 
propriety  of  her  behaviour,  and  above  all,  the  industry  and 
homeliness,  which  formed  such  a  striking  contrast  to  some  of 
her  neighbours,  that  she  had  always  been  a  favorite.  It  oc- 
curred to  Eliza,  that  if  she  were  to  establish  a  Sunday  school, 
Dame  Jones  might  be  found  sufficiently  qualified  to  be  ap- 
pointed mistress  of  it.  This  thought  made  her  anxious  to 
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have  some  conversation  with  her  uncle  before  they  saw  Mr. 
Hamilton.  She  therefore  left  a  trifle  with  the  Dame,  for 
present  exigencies ;  and,  having  promised  to  see  her  soon 
again,  took  the  arm  of  Jessy,  and  departed. 

She  was  much  surprised  to  see  her  uncle  in  conversation 
with  the  same  gentleman  who  had  so  earnestly  noticed  her  at 
church.  He  was  the  landlord  of  the  public  house,  already 
mentioned.  Every  thing  had  been  arranged  during  Eliza's 
absence ;  and  Mr.  Desbro  held  in  his  hand  the  lease  which 
had  been  prepared,  and  only  waiting  till  the  intended  tenant 
could  raise  sufficient  money  for  the  purchase. 

When  he  was  gone,  Mr.  Desbro  told  Eliza,  it  was  his  in- 
tention to  bestow  this  gift  on  Peggy,  as  an  acknowledgment 
of  his  approval  of  her  conduct  during  the  time  she  was  his 
servant.  The  lease  was  for  twenty-one  years,  at  a  very  low 
rent.  He  also  requested  that  Mrs.  Wallace  would  oblige 
him  by  presenting  it  to  Peggy,  as  his  gift ;  which  she  readily 
promised  to  do,  as  soon  as  he  was  gone  to  London. 

The  school  was  the  next  subject  offered  for  discussion. 
Mrs.  Wallace  was  highly  pleased  at  the  idea  of  putting  Dame 
Jones  at  the  head  of  it.  And  Mr.  Hamilton  was  deputed  to 
recommend  a  good  schoolmaster. 

"  My  niece  is  so  impatiently  longing  to  see  you,  my  dear 
Sir,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  as  the  rector  entered,  "  that  if  you 
were  not  a  married  man,  I  should  tremble  for  the  fate  of 
poor  Morland." 
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A  suitable  compliment  was  returned,  and  the  question 
was  put. 

After  some  argument,  Mr.  Hamilton  asked  Eliza,  if  she 
would  wish  to  build  the  school-house  ? 

"  By  no  means,"  was  the  reply. 

"No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "no  ostentation,  no  show, 
we  must  look  for  a  convenient  house,  or  rather  two,  where 
the  girls  may  assemble  with  their  mistress  in  one,  and  the 
boys  with  their  master  in  the  other." 

"  But  who  is  to  be  that  master  and  mistress  ?  "  interrogated 
Mr.  Hamilton,  with  a  look  that  showed  how  highly  he  esti- 
mated the  importance  of  the  trust. 

Eliza  named  Dame  Jones,  and  received  Mr.  Hamilton's 
unqualified  approbation.  He  then  named  Jameson,  as  being 
well  qualified  for  the  situation  of  master.  "  He  is  a  worthy 
man,"  continued  Mr.  Hamilton,  "  and  no  contemptible  scho- 
lar ;  he  is  now  getting  too  old  for  the  labours  of  a  farm  ;  and, 
I  think,  if  appointed  to  such  a  situation,  would  do  his  duty 
conscientiously.  I  shall  pay  strict  attention  to  the  whole ; 
and  should  I  find  a  boy  blessed  with  a  mind  above  the  com- 
mon stamp ;  should  there  perchance  be  some,  whose  towering 
souls  may  soar  above  '  the  lowly  labourer's  lot,'  /  will  instruct 
him;  I  will  lead  him  through  the  mazy  paths  of  science;  till 
he  basks,  delighted,  in  the  classic  sun." 

"  That,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace,  wiping  away  a  tear  as  she 
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spoke,  "  is  what  I  have  often  thought  of.  And  I  have  often, 
though  perhaps  unjustly,  reprobated  charity  schools  generally : 
all  are  taught  alike ;  all  are  treated  alike;  and  that  latent 
spark  of  genius  which  might  have  burst  into  a  flame,  is 
either  damped  by  severity,  or  totally  extinguished  for  want 
of  notice." 

"That,  my  dear  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  is  the  fault 
of  those  vrbo  found,  and  afterwards  support,  such  institutions. 
They  consider  they  fulfil  their  duty  when  they  advance  the 
necessary  supplies;  and  are  too  indolent,  or  perhaps  too 
ignorant,  to  investigate  the  system  upon  which  the  moral  or 
physical  economy  of  the  establishments  are  conducted.  But 
enough  of  this,  I  hope  and  trust  that  with  the  assistance  of 
Divine  Providence,  my  Eliza's  school  will  be  an  example 
from  which  much  good  may  be  derived,  and  that  it  may  one 
day  give  some  useful  members  to  society." 

"  AmenJ "  fervently  ejaculated  Mr.  Hamilton. 

It  was  now  finally  agreed,  that  the  annual  interest  of  one 
thousand  pounds,  should  be  settled  on  the  institution;  that 
sum  to  be  funded  by  Eliza,  for  the  express  purpose.  Mr. 
Desbro  then  put  down  his  name  for  one  hundred  pounds,  as 
a  donation,  and  ten  pounds  annually. 

"  And  I  am  sure,"  said  Jessy,  "  that  my  father  will  be 
happy  to  contribute,  to  the  utmost  of  his  power,  towards  such 
a  laudable  undertaking." 
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Mr.  Hamilton  suggested  the  propriety  of  calling  on  Mr. 
Selby,  and  a  few  more  of  his  parishioners,  who  he  thought 
would  become  subscribers.  To  this,  Mr.  Desbro  assented, 
and  promised  to  arrange  every  thing  in  London  with  his 
banker,  who  would  make  the  regular  remittances  to  the 
banker  at  Exeter.  Mr.  Desbro  to  be  treasurer  in  London, 
and  Mr.  Hamilton  on  the  spot. 

On  Mr.  Desbro's  arrival  in  London,  he  proceeded  to  Mr. 
Morland's  residence,  with  whom  he  went  shortly  after  to  the 
new  house,  which  he  found  in  a  state  of  forwardness,  that 
surpassed  his  expectation,  and  did  honor  to  the  taste  and 
liberality  of  the  old  gentleman :  the  house  was  already 
furnished  in  a  style  of  superior  elegance. 

In  reply  to  an  observation  of  Mr.  Desbro's,  that  the  deco- 
rations were  more  suited  to  the  abode  of  nobility  than  that 
of  private  persons,  Mr.  Morland,  with  a  benevolent  smile, 
said,  "it  is  the  heart  and  understanding  which  constitute  the 
nobility  I  homage ;  if  I  could  purchase  a  diadem,  or  confer 
a  sceptre,  I  should  think  them  honored  by  Eliza's  acceptance. 
Besides,"  he  continued,  "  is  it  not  natural  that  I  should  give 
my  children  a  wedding  present  ?  I  have  wealth  Mr.  Desbro, 
— I  seek  not  to  deny  it.  On  whom  then  shall  I  bestow  my 
riches,  but  on  them  ?  She  for  whom  I  wished  to  acquire 
fortune,  lived  not  to  share  it  with  me."  He  passed  his  hand 
across  his  eyes —  "Oh  my  friend  !  had  you  known  my  Ma- 
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rian ; in  fact  your  Eliza  is  the  most  like  my  wife  of  any 

woman  I  ever  yet  saw  ;  perhaps  it  is  on  that  account  I  love 
her  so  much.  And  as  for  Mrs.  Wallace  !  if  I  did  not  think 
we  were  too  old  to  make  fools  of  ourselves,  I  would  offer  my 
hand  to  her  directly." 

Mr.  Desbro  smiled  at  the  old  gentleman's  earnestness, 
while  his  heart  thanked  him  for  the  manner  in  which  he  had 
spoken  of  Eliza. 

Henry  had  been  out  all  the  morning  transacting  business 
with  Mr.  Dal  ton.  When  he  came  home,  his  pleasure  at 
seeing  Mr.  Desbro,  could  only  be  equalled  by  the  news  he 
had  to  communicate.  Every  proof  relative  to  his  identity 
had  been  satisfactorily  obtained ;  and  he  actually  had  that 
very  day  been  put  in  possession  of  four  thousand  pounds.  It 
appeared,  that  when  his  mother  went  to  America,  she  had 
left  a  sum  of  money  in  the  hands  of  an  opulent  banker  in 
London,  who  being  an  honorable  man,  had  nursed  this  pro- 
perty, till,  with  its  accumulated  interest,  it  increased  to 
she  sum  already  mentioned. 

During  the  recital  of  Henry,  respecting  this  unexpected 
addition  to  his  fortune,  Mr.  Desbro's  heart  beat  with  a 
variety  of  contending  emotions.  He  had  never  yet  had  an 
opportunity  of  judging  of  his  disposition  as  far  as  regarded 
his  inclination  to  charity,  though,  by  the  manner  in  which 
he  expressed  his  pleasure  at  the  accumulation  of  his  wealth' 
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he  was  led  to  hope  all  was  as  he  wished.  The  subject  of  the 
school,  was  therefore  entered  on ;  when  Henry  said,  he 
would  give  a  hundred  pounds,  and  twenty  pounds  annually. 
Mr.  Desbro  felt  dissatisfied,  but  forbore  to  mention  any- 
thing more  on  the  subject.  Henry  had  been  informed  of  the 
liberality  of  his  sister,  at  which  he  appeared  to  rejoice  ;  but 
it  made  no  difference  in  his  subscription.  Mr.  Morland  and 
James  subscribed  the  same  ;  but  the  difference  was  material; 
Henry,  he  knew,  would  be  the  sole  heir  of  all  Mr.  Morland's 
property,  as  well  as  successor  to  his  extensive  business. 

He  had  that  day  received  a  sum  of  money,  which  with 
the  fortune  bequeathed  him  by  his  father,  would  have  been 
alone  sufficient  to  have  answered  all  the  purposes  of  domestic 
comfort. 

What  then  could  it  be  ?  had  he  become  mercenary  ?  or  did 
he  inherit  the  narrow  prejudices  of  the  cold,  calculating 
country,  whence  he  came  ?  These  thoughts  cast  a  gloom  on 
the  spirits  of  the  noble-minded  Desbro ;  to  divert  which,  he 
retired  to  write  to  Devonshire ;  and  it  must  be  confessed, 
that  his  cheek  glowed  with  more  than  its  wonted  fire,  as  he 
wrote  his  remembrance  to  Mrs.  St.  Clair. 

When  Mr.  Desbro  had  finished  his  letters,  the  weather 
being  remarkably  fine,  he  proposed  a  walk  to  the  new  house; 
Mr.  Morland  and  Henry  were  both  engaged ;  James  had 
also  an  appointment,  and  endeavoured  to  dissuade  him  from 
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his  purpose ;  alledging  that  the  distance  would  keep  him  out 
till  a  late  hour.  But  Mr.  Desbro  felt  depressed ;  and  wished 
for  the  luxury  of  solitude,  which  he  could  not  find  any  means 
of  indulging  so  satisfactorily  as  by  a  long  walk.  He  ac- 
cordingly set  out,  and  met  with  but  little  interruption,  till  he 
arrived  about  the  middle  of  Oxford  Street ;  when  his  at- 
tention was  arrested  by  the  apparently,  sudden  indisposition 
of  a  man,  who  was  walking  a  few  yards  from  him.  Mr. 
Desbro  quickened  his  pace,  and  was  in  a  moment  by  the  side 
of  the  sufferer. 

"Are  you  ill,  Sir?"  said  he,  addressing  the  person.  A 
deep  sigh  was  his  only  answer.  "  Lean  on  me,"  continued 
Mr.  Desbro,  who  fortunately*  found  himself  close  to  a 
chymist's.  Thither  he  led  his  staggering  charge ;  who  sunk 
fainting  on  a  chair  in  the  shop.  As  he  slowly  recovered,  he 
turned  his  expressive  eyes  towards  Mr.  Desbro,  with  a  look 
that  spoke  volumes. 

Mr.  Desbro  kindly  pressed  the  hand  he  held,  and  as  he 
did  so,  a  smile  illumined  the  wan  features  of  the  invalid. 
Mr.  Desbro  had  now  an  opportunity  of  examining  those  fea- 
tures, the  formation  of  which  was  calculated  to  inspire  him 
with  a  feeling  little  short  of  veneration  for  their  possessor. 

Mr.  Desbro  was  a  decided  physiognomist,  and  viewed  the 
lineaments  of  the  individual  before  him  with  intense  interest. 
Though  far  from  handsome,  his  eyes  beamed  with  intellectual 
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fire.  His  dress,  though  shabby,  was  perfectly  clean,  and  his 
whole  appearance  denoted  him  to  have  seen  better  days. 

When  sufficiently  recovered  to  speak,  the  elegance  of 
manner  in  which  he  thanked  Mr.  Desbro,  shewed  him  to  be 
a  person  of  the  most  refined  education ;  but  his  faltering 
speech  and  the  listlessness  of  his  limbs  proved  that  he  was 
labouring  under  a  paralytic  affection. 

His  accent  was  that  of  a  foreigner,  but  of  what  nation, 
Mr.  Desbro  was  at  a  loss  to  determine. 

"  I  think  I  can  walk  now,"  said  the  stranger,  half  rising 
from  his  seat. 

"  But  I  cannot  think  of  suffering  you  to  be  alone,  Sir," 
said  Mr.  Desbro;  "  I  must  beg  to  be  allowed  to  see  you  in 
safety  to  your  home.  A  hectic  colour  passed  the  cheek  of 
the  invalid  as,  with  a  bow,  he  accepted  Mr.  Desbro's  offer. 

"  I  fear,  Sir,  you  are  still  too  weak  to  walk,"  said  the 
latter,  "allow  me  to  call  a  coach." 

"  I  had  rather  not,"  was  the  reply  ;  "  I  am  not  in  the  habit 
of  riding,  and  it  would  alarm  my  family  unnecessarily,  with- 
out doing  me  any  good." 

They  walked  on  slowly  till  they  came  to  a  narrow  bye 
street,  down  which  they  turned,  and  soon  arrived  at  a  very 
small  house.  The  stranger  rapt  at  the  door,  which  was 
opened  by  a  fine,  intelligent-looking  youth,  apparently  about 
twelve  years  of  age.  "  Oh  !  my  dear  father,"  exclaimed  the 
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boy,  "  I  am  so  happy  you  are  come,  my  mother  has  been  out 
this  half  hour  to  look  for  you,  and  poor  Henrietta  is  almost 
exhausted  with  weeping." 

"  Oh  !  Heaven,"  exclaimed  the  father,  raising  his  clasped 
hands,  "  dare  I  to  repine  at  poverty,  when  I  possess  such 
treasures  as  these  ? " 

By  this  time  a  girl,  airy  as  a  sylph,  and  beautiful  as  a 
Houri,  advanced,  and,  with  a  shriek  of  joy,  rushed  into  the 
stranger's  arms. 

"My  dear  affectionate  children,"  said  he,  "in  your  joy  at 
beholding  me,  you  have  overlooked  the  gentleman  to  whose 
kindness  you  owe  that  you  have  still  a  father  ;  but  for  him, 
I  might  have  now  ceased  to  exist." 

The  boy  turned  to  Mr.  Desbro,  and  addressed  him  in  a 
style  far  beyond  his  years ;  while  his  sister's  tears  still  more 
eloquently  spoke  her  feelings. 

Mr.  Desbro  once  ventured  to  glance  his  eyes  round  the 
room  in  which  they  were  seated.  Every  thing  was  perfectly 
clean,  but  bore  evident  marks  of  extreme  poverty. 

His  curiosity  was  deeply  excited,  but  respect  for  the  feel- 
ings of  his  new  acquaintance,  prevented  his  expressing  it. 

Mr.  Duval,  for  that  was  the  name  of  the  stranger,  noticed 
his  embarrassment ;  and  smiling,  said,  "  I  have  not  always 
been  as  lam  now." 

"  Of  that,  Sir,  I  feel  perfectly  aware,"  replied  Mr.  Des- 
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bro ;  "  but  I  hope  that  the  trifling  service  I  have  been  so 
fortunate  as  to  render  you,  does  not  in  your  opinion  entitle 
me  to  any  confidence  that  may  be  repugnant  to  your  feelings." 

Duval's  reply  was  prevented  by  the  entrance  of  his  wife, 
who  was  already  informed  by  his  daughter  of  his  safe  arrival 
at  home.  She  started  back  in  evident  confusion  at  the  sight 
of  Mr.  Desbro,  who,  fearing  he  was  no  longer  a  welcome 
visitor,  rose  to  take  leave. 

"I  hope  I  do  not  disturb  you,  Sir,"  said  Madame  Duval; 
"  it  is  seldom  that  my  husband  can  get  a  companion  suited 
to  his  own  peculiar  taste ;  for  few  persons,"  continued  she, 
looking  round  the  room,  "  would  enter  such  a  place  as  this." 
She  paused — and  then  said,  "  indeed,  I  am  ready  to  die 
with  shame ;  but  poor  Duval  is  so  romantic,  he  even  thinks 
that  this  situation,  wretched  as  it  is,  has  comforts." 

"  And  so  it  has."  replied  the  noble  minded  Duval.  "  It 
is  the  will  of  Providence,  and  not  my  own  dishonesty  which 
has  reduced  me.  While  I  have  you  and  my  children,  I  can 
never  call  myself  destitute ;  besides,  ought  I  to  repine  at 
those  circumstances  which  led  me  to  the  acquaintance  of  the 
best — the  noblest  man  that  ever  existed  beneath  the  copse 
of  Heaven  ?  Oh !  Sir,"  continued  he,  "  did  you  but  know 
my  benefactor ;  could  you  but  see  with  what  true  benevo- 
lence he  ministers  to  our  wants  ;  with  what  filial  tenderness 
he  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  into  my  rankling  wounds;  and 
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yet  Pauline  gives  way  to  an  acerbity  of  temper,  which  grieves 
me,  as  I  know  her  heart  is  good." 

"  I  acknowledge  all  you  say,"  said  Madame,  in  reply,  "  but 
I  repeat,  your  romantic  generosity  it  is,  that  now  obliges  us 

to  live  on 

"The  princely  munificence  of  an  angel,"  interrupted  Du- 
val.  That  generosity  which,  when  blessed  with  the  gifts  of 
fortune,  I  considered  my  duty,  is  perhaps  the  indirect  source 
from  which  I  now  derive  subsistence ;  and  the  knowledge  that 
I  am  not  utterly  undeserving  the  kindness  I  receive,  makes 
obligation  sit  lightly  on  me.  My  story  is  short  and  sorrow- 
ful, but  if  you  think,  Sir,"  turning  to  Mr.  Desbro,  "it  will 
at  all  interest  you,  you  are  welcome  to  the  recital." 

Mr.  Desbro  promised  to  call  on  the  following  evening : 
and  as  he  pressed  the  hand  of  Duval,  at  parting,  he  endea- 
voured to  place  within  it,  a  bank  note  of  five  pounds. 

"  T  thank  you,  Sir,  said  Duval,  colouring  highly,  and  re- 
turning the  note,  I  want  nothing.  To  be  indebted  to  the 
alms  of  every  casual  visitor,  would  indeed  break  my  heart ; 
my  actual  necessities  are  supplied,  and  superfluous  wants 
are  beneath  my  consideration : — 

"  Man  wants  but  little,  here  below, 
"  Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

"  You  see,"  said  he,  forcing  a  smile,  "  that  I  have  made 
some  acquaintance  with  your  poets  too." 
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Mr.  Desbro  felt  much  affected,  but  stammered  out  some- 
thing like  an  apology,  and  abruptly  took  his  leave. 

During  his  walk  home,  his  thoughts  were  totally  engaged 
by  the  extraordinary  acquaintance  he  had  so  unexpectedly 
made  ;  but  he  resolved  to  say  nothing  of  it  at  Mr.  Morland's, 
lest  any  of  them  might  feel  a  wish  to  accompany  him  in  his 
next  visit,  and  which,  he  justly  foresaw,  would  not  be  agree- 
able. He  looked  forward  with  impatience  to  the  time  when 
he  should  again  converse  with  the  interesting  Duval ;  and 
went  out  much  earlier  on  the  succeeding  evening.  Henry 
regretted  that  a  particular  engagement  preyented  his  offer- 
ing himself  as  a  companion  to  Mr.  Desbro,  who  replied 
with  politeness,  although  he  secretly  rejoiced  in  what  Henry 
regretted. 

On  Mr.  Desbro's  arrival  at  his  destination,  he  found  the 
family  all  expecting  him.  "I  fear  I  was  too  abrupt  with 
you  last  night,  my  dear  Sir,"  said  Duval,  extending  his 
hand,  "  if  so,  I  am  sorry  for  it." 

"  Not  at  all,"  Sir,  replied  Desbro,  "  it  is  I  who  ought  to 
apologise  for  having  unintentionally  given  pain  to  your  feel- 
ings. Duval  smiled,  and,  motioning  to  Mr.  Desbro  to  be 
seated  close  by  him,  began  his  short,  but  interesting, 
narrative. 

"  I  am  a  foreigner,  as  you  may  perhaps  judge  by  my  ac- 
cent, a  native  of  Berne,  in  Switzerland.  At  an  early  age  I 
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left  my  own  country  to  travel ;  I  passed  several  years  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  continent,  and  in  perfecting  myself  in  the 
several  languages. 

The  report  of  my  father's  riches  and  respectability  pro- 
cured me  admission  into  the  best  company,  my  expenses 
were  profuse,  as  my  allowance  was  liberal. 

During  my  residence  in  Paris,  I  formed  an  acquaintance 
with  the  family  of  an  English  nobleman,  then  resident  there. 
This  gentleman  had  a  niece  whom  he  brought  up,  (my 
dear  Pauline  will,  I  trust,  pardon  me,  if  I  dwell  for  a  mo- 
ment on  the  perfections  of  her  who  appeared  to  me  the 
loveliest  as  well  as  the  most  accomplished  of  women.) 

Every  day  unfolded  to  me  some  new  beauty  in  the  mind 
of  the  charming  Miss  Sydenham;  and  while  we  read, 
walked,  or  conversed  together,  we  thought  the  Universe 
contained  nought  but  ourselves.  To  be  brief,  I  made  pro- 
posals to  her  uncle,  which  were  accepted.  I  had  written  to 
my  father,  to  apprize  him  of  the  happiness  which  awaited  me, 
and  was  anxiously  anticipating  his  answer,  when  the  melan- 
choly intelligence  reached  me  of  the  failure  of  the  banker 
in  whose  hands  the  whole  of  my  father's  property  was 
vested.  After  the  first  emotions  of  surprise  and  grief  were 
subsided,  I  informed  my  friends,  that  business  of  a  very 
serious  nature  required  my  immediate  presence  in  Switzer- 
land. Lord eyed  me  with  scrutinizing  attention,  and 
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said,  he  hoped  I  had  not  been  a  sufferer  by  the  recent  failure  ? 
— A  stranger  to  disguise,  I  informed  him  of  every  circum- 
stance ;  relying  on  his  honour  and  his  niece's  affection  :  but 
imagine  my  horror  and  astonishment  on  being  told  that  all 
communication  between  us  must  cease,  for  he  could  not 
think  of  giving  his  niece  to  a  pauper.  In  vain  I  remonstrated 
on  the  cruelty  with  which  I  was  treated ;  in  vain  did  Henrietta 
urge  the  largeness  of  her  fortune,  as  being  sufficient  for  both ; 
he  was  inexorable ;  and  I  was  forced  to  leave  Paris,  without 
even  the  melancholy  consolation  of  a  parting  embrace. 

On  my  arrival  at  Berne,  I  found  my  father  sinking  be- 
neath the  weight  of  poverty  and  disease ;  and  on  the  third 
day  after  my  return,  my  parent  breathed  his  last  in  my  arms. 

The  little  money  T  brought  with  me,  was  barely  sufficient 
to  defray  the  expences  of  my  father's  funeral ;  and  a  kind 
neighbour,  with  whom  we  had  always  been  on  terms  of  in- 
timacy, invited  rae  to  reside  at  his  house,  till  I  could  fix  on 
something  for  my  future  support. 

T  had  frequently  heard,  that  England  was  the  grand  mart 
where  talents  of  every  description  were  sure  to  meet  with 
ample  patronage,  and  I  resolved  to  .visit  it,  provided  my  little 
means  should  be  found  equal  to  the  expense.  I  possessed 
several  valuables,  which  I  designed  to  convert  into  money, 
as  I  did  not  wish  to  remain  dependent  on  the  bounty  of  Mr. 
Villeneuf,  longer  than  was  actually  necessary.  I  had  been 
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in  his  house  about  three  weeks,  when  oue  morning  he  joined 
me  as  I  was  walking  in  the  garden.  '  Duval,'  said  he,  '  I 
have  a  plan  by  which  your  mind  will  be  relieved  from  the 
sense  of  obligation  which  oppresses  you,  and  make  me  your 
debtor. 

My  Pauline  loves  you ;  she  has  confessed  to  me  that  you  are 
necessary  to  her  happiness.  Become  the  husband  of  my 
child — I  have  property  sufficient  for  us  all ;  and  it  will  smooth 
my  passage  to  the  grave,  to  know  I  leave  her  under  good 
protection.' 

Had  a  thunderbolt  fallen  at  my  feet,  I  coald  not  have 
been  more  appalled.  My  friend  noticed  my  agitation. — *  I 
am  aware,'  said  he,  '  that  Pauline  does  not  possess  any  of 
those  brilliant  qualifications  which  would  render  her  a  fit 
companion  for  you  ;  but  she  has  a  good  heart,  and  will,  no 
doubt,  make  you  a  prudent  and  affectionate  wife.' 

My  situation  now  became  doubly  painful ;  but  I  candidly 
confessed  to  the  generous  Villeneuf,  the  situation  in  which 
I  stood.  I  told  him  that  my  first  affection  had  been  blighted 
in  the  bud,  and  that  the  sting  of  disappointed  love  and 
wounded  pride,  had  penetrated  my  heart's  core.  Hence- 
forward, all  women  would  be  alike  to  me ;  friendship  and  cold 
esteem  were  all  I  had  to  bestow,  and  those  were  very  inade- 
quate returns  for  such  a  heart  as  Pauline's. 

He  beard  me  to  the  end,  without  interruption ;  when  1 
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had  finished,  he  said  every  thing  that  he  thought  would  soothe 
my  sorrows  and  alter  my  resolution.  He  bade  me  not  to 
decide  hastily,  but  to  wait  till  time,  by  blunting  the  keen 
edge  of  my  feelings,  would  make  me  less  averse  from 
accepting  his  proposal. 

Still  my  mind  dwelt  on  visiting  England ;  it  was  the  spot 
that  had  given  birth  to  the  object  dearest  to  me  on  earth ;  and 
I  cannot  help  confessing,  that  I  fondly  indulged  the  latent 
hope  of  entering  into  some  honorable  profession  which  might 
ultimately  enable  me  to  renew  my  addresses  to  Henrietta. 

Full  of  these  thoughts,  I  went  to  bed  one.  night  in  better 
spirits  than  I  had  for  some  time  enjoyed ;  my  heart  was  buo- 
yant with  hope,  and  I  lay  some  time  forming  plans  of  future 
happiness.  I  at  length  became  inclined  to  sleep,  and  was  just 
sinking  into  a  dose,  when  I  was  startled  by  a  confused  noise ; 
people  seemed  running  in  all  directions,  and  my  ears  were 
assailed  by  cries  of  fire. 

I  hastily  got  up,  and  dressed  myself ;  but  when  I  opened 
the  door  of  my  chamber,  I  was  nearly  suffocated  by  the 
smoke.  The  fire  having  began  at  the  bottom  of  the  premises, 
all  attempts  to  get  down  stairs  were  fruitless.  The  flames 
raged  with  horrible  rapidity ;  unfortunately,  Mr.  Villeneuf 
and  his  daughter  slept  below  me. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  the  distracted  parent  calling  aloud 
for  his  child ;  twice  I  attempted  to  reach  the  staircase,  but 
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I  found  it  impossible,  the  flames  were  so  rapidly  ascending. 
Whilst  in  this  state  of  horrible  suspense,  I  heard  a  loud 
crash,  accompanied  by  piercing  shrieks;  I  rushed  back  to 
my  chamber,  seized  the  trunk  which  contained  my  little 
property,  and  throwing  it  out  at  the  window,  jumped  after 
it.  I  was  stunned  by  the  fall,  but  otherwise  unhurt.  My 
scattered  senses  were  soon  recalled  by  the  voice  of  Pauline, 
crying  out  to  me  to  save  her ;  1  looked  up,  and  beheld  her 
clinging  to  a  piece  of  broken  wall,  which  threatened  instant 
destruction.  I  called  out,  '  jump  instantly,  or  you  are  lost;' 
she  did  so,  and  I  received  her  in  my  arms.  I  eagerly  en- 
quired for  her  father,  but  fright  had  rendered  her  incapable 
of  answering.  With  the  assistance  of  some  of  the  persons 
assembled,  I  conveyed  her  to  a  place  of  shelter,  and  returned 
to  hear  something  of  her  father ;  but,  alas !  my  worst  fears 
were  verified :  poor  Villene.uf  was  buried  in  the  ruins, 
and  not  a  vestige  of  anything  had  been  saved.  My  friend 
fancied  that  his  property  could  only  be  safe  under  his  own 
immediate  care,  so  that  he  never  had  a  banker;  all,  therefore, 
became  a  prey  to  the  devouring  element. 

I  returned  to  the  house  where  Pauline  had  been  conveyed; 
I  thought  it  advisable  not  to  keep  her  in  suspense.  I  will 
pass  over  the  description  of  my  sufferings;  it  was  near  a 
month  before  she  became  sufficiently  reconciled  to  converse 
on  any  subject,  save  that  of  her  recent  misfortunes. 
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But  it  was  necessary  that  something-  should  be  done  ;  the 
charge  of  living  and  medical  assistance  for  Pauline,  had 
made  large  inroads  on  my  little  stock  ;  and  when  I  reflected 
that  this  poor  girl  had  been  thrown  entirely  upon  my  protec- 
tion, my  very  blood  chilled  in  my  veins.  That  girl  who,  but 
a  few  short  weeks  since,  was  blessed  with  a  kind  indulgent 
parent,  and  property,  (which  in  her  country  was  deemed  con- 
siderable,) was  now  become  a  wretched  houseless  orphan." 

Honor !  humanity,  and  every  better  feeling,  pleaded  pow- 
erfully for  Paulirie;  and  1  determined,  at  all  events,  to 
marry  her,  and  thus  shield  her  from  the  contagious  breath  of 
slander.  I  attempted  not  to  deceive  her ;  J  told  her  my 
heart  was  dead  to  love.  She  nevertheless  accepted  me ;  and 
I  believe,  at  least  I  hope,  that  I  have  never  given  her  cause 
to  repent;  nor,  to  my  recollection,  have  I  ever  made  her 
feel  that  my  attachment  was  less  ardent  than  hers. 

We  were  married,  and  on  the  very  next  day  we  embarked 
for  England.  The  letters  I  brought  with  me,  introduced  me 
to  several  families  of  the  first  respectability,  under  whose 
auspices  I  commenced  my  profession  as  teacher  of  the  con- 
tinental languages. 

I  succeeded  beyond  my  expectations,  and  not  only  main- 
tained my  family  respectably,  but  had  always  a  little  fund  in 
reserve  for  the  stranger  and  the  helpless.  Till  Divine  Pro- 
vidence thought  fit  to  afflict  me,  and  by  an  awful  visitation, 
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deprive  me  of  the  use  of  one  side :  the  shock  which  my  whole 
nervous  system  sustained,  totally  unfitted  me  for  mental  ex- 
ertion, so  that  I  became  quite  a  helpless  being. 

In  a  strange  country, — without  money, — with  no  friends 
on  whom  I  had  any  claims, — I  will  leave  you  to  imagine  my 
sufferings.  "We  managed  to  live  frugally  as  long  as  anything 
remained;  but  my  delicate  state  required  indulgencies 
which  were  not  in  our  power  to  obtain. 

Our  servant  was  discharged,  and  my  poor  Henrietta 
obliged  to  assist  her  mother  in  the  most  menial  offices : — the 
deepest  cut  was,  the  inability  to  pay  for  my  son's  education. 
My  situation  soon  reached  the  ears  of  those  gentlemen  whose 
families  I  had  attended,  and  they  assisted  me;  but  these 
continual  demands  will  tire  at  last;  and  I  was  advised  to 
advertise  my  situation  in  the  public  prints.  *  A  subscription 
was  soon  opened  for  my  relief;  but  the  donations  were  not 
very  numerous.  One  evening,  as  I  was  trying  to  exert  my 
spirits,  in  order  to  fortify  the  minds  of  my  wife  and  children, 
a  young  gentleman  entered,  and  enquired  if  I  were  the  person 
in  whose  behalf  a  subscription  had  been  made  ?  I  replied 
in  the  affirmative.  He  said  he  deeply  lamented  that  the 
frequent  deceptions  made  use  of  to  mislead  the  unwary, 
were  too  generally  the  occasion  of  real  sufferers  being  so 
negligently  attended  to. 

4  Here,'  said  he,  'is  no   imposition;  and  I  am  happy, 
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that  by  this  investigation,  I  shall  be  able  to  obey  the  dictates 
of  ray  heart,  without  opposition  to  my  better  judgment." 
He  put  five  guineas  into  my  hand,  which  were  all  he  then  had 
about  him,  and  promised  to  see  us  again.  In  three  days  he 
came,  and,  in  the  most  delicate  manner,  drew  from  Pauline 
our  exact  situation. 

Every  article  which  we  had  been  obliged  to  part  with,  he 
supplied ;  he  insisted  on  my  again  seeing  a  physician ;  and 
in  fact,  Sir,  this  angel  of  benevolence,  has  entirely  supported 
me  and  my  family,  for  the  last  six  months." 

Mr.  Desbro  could  not  conceal  the  tear  which  during  the 
interesting  recital  had  trembled  in  his  eye,  and  which  now 
fell  on  the  hand  of  the  almost  exhausted  Duval.  He  did  not 
know  if  the  exalted  character  of  the  young  gentleman,  or 
the  nobleness  of  Duval's  mind,  were  the  most  deserving  of 
admiration  ;  but  his  heart  duly  appreciated  both. 

"  And  is  there  nothing,  my  dear  Sir,  that  I  can  do  for 
you  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Your  conversation,  Sir,"  replied  Duval,  "proves  your 
mind  to  be  of  no  common  sort ;  honour  me  sometimes  with 
a  visit,  and  that  will  be  the  greatest  favour  you  can  bestow." 
"  I  was  going,  Sir,  to  ask,  what  might  be  your  intentions 
respecting  the  future  prospects  of  this  young  gentleman  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Desbro,  pointing  to  Duval's  son. 

"  He  is  yet  very  young,  Sir,"  replied  Duval ;  "  I  should 
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wish  him  to  have  the  advantage  of  a  little  good  instruction, 
as  I  know  he  has  a  mind  capable  of  profiting  by  it." 

They  were  here  interrupted  by  a  knock  at  the  door. — 
"This  is  he!  this  is  my  dear  friend!"  exclaimed  Duval, 
while  his  son  ran  with  eagerness  to  open  the  door. 

"How  is  your  father  to-night  ?"  was  said,  in  a  voice  which 
Desbro  thought  very  familiar  to  his  ear ;  he  looked  up  as  the 
stranger  entered,  and  b'eheld  Henry  Courtney  ! 

They  looked  at  each  other  for  some  time,  in  silence ;  asto- 
nishment at  their  meeting  had  deprived  both  of  the  power 
of  utterance.  'Mr.  Desbro  at  length  seized  Henry's  hand, 
which  he  clasped  in  his.  "  Noble  !  excellent  young  man ! " 
he  exclaimed,  "  how  have  I  wronged  you, — how  cruelly 
has  my  heart  iipbraided  you,  for,  what  I  fancied,  the  small- 
ness  of  your  donation  to  Eliza's  school,  while  you  were 
personating  charity  in  her  loveliest  form.  Can  you  forgive 
me,  Henry?" 

"  I  ought  rather  to  ask  forgiveness  of  you,  my  dear  Sir, 
for  having  concealed  from  you  an  action  of  my  life ;  but  be- 
lieve me,  when  I  assure  you  it  was  not  from  se!6shness,  nor 
to  prevent  your  participating  in  this  gratification.  Respect 
for  the  feelings  of  Mr.  Duval,  alone  kept  me  silent.  I  know 
him,  his  delicate  mind  would  shrink  from  the  slightest 
exposure." 

Poor  Duval,  whose  nerves  were  not  proof  against  his  sen- 
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sibility,  burst  inlo  tears.  "  Come,  my  dear  Sir,"  said  Henry, 
"  I  must  not  allow  you  to  be  depressed.  I  fear,  Frederick, 
your  father  has  not  taken  any  wine  to-day  ?  " 

"  Indeed  he  has,  Sir,"  said  young  Duval ;  "  but  his  spirits 
sink  sadly,"  continued  the  youth ;  "  I  wish  it  were  possible 
to  get  a  guitar  ;  I  think  we  might^manage  to  amuse  him." 

"  Who  plays  the  guitar?  "  asked  Mr.  Desbro. 

"  I  once  did,"  said  Madame  Duval,  "  and  I  taught  Hen- 
rietta; but  we  have  no  means  to  practice  now."  And  she 
sighed  deeply. 

"Pauline!"  exclaimed  Duval;  and  the  Exclamation  was 
accompanied  with  a  look  which  seemed  to  mean  more  than 
it  expressed. 

Madame  Duval  was  silent;  and  Henry,  promising  to  re- 
turn in  a  few  minutes,  took  Mr.  Desbro's  arm,  and  they  both 
walked  out  together. 

When  in  the  street,  Desbro  told  Henry  the  means  by 
which  he  became  acquainted  with  Duval ;  and  Henry  showed 
him  a  deed  of  gift  which  had  been  executed  that  day,  by 
which  he  meant  to  settle  on  Duval,  an  annuity  of  fifty  pounds 
for  life.  "  But  I  know  not  how  to  give  it  him,"  said  Henry, 
"  he  is  so  extremely  sensitive,  that  I  dread  the  effects  it  may 
have  on  him." 

Mr.  Desbro  applauded  the  action  and  the  consideration  ; 
and  advised  Henry  to  send  the  deed  in  a  letter,  the  day  be- 
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fore  he  went  to  Devonshire,  so  that  by  the  time  he  returned, 
(he  surprise  would  be  worn  off. 

They  returned  to  Duval,  whom  they  found  in  better  spirits. 
Mr.  Desbro  called  Frederick  to  him,  "  You  and  I  must  be 
better  acquainted,  my  dear  young  gentleman,"  said  he;  "I 
also  bear  the  name  of  Frederick,  and  for  my  name's-sake 
must  be  allowed  the  pleasure  of  doing  something  for  you." 

He  then  addressed  Duval,  proposing  to  take  upon  himself 
the  charge  of  young  Frederick's  education,  and  future  esta- 
blishment. His  proposal  was  gratefully  acceded  to,  and  he 
and  Henry  took  their  leave,  amid  the  prayers  and  blessings 
of  the  whole  family. 

While  these  transactions  were  passing  in  London,  our 
friends  in  Devonshire  were  not  less  busily  engaged.  Mr. 
Selby  had  subscribed  very  liberally  towards  the  school ;  and 
it  being  a  public  institution,  his  lady  had  also  given  her 
sanction  to  it.  Mr.  Hamilton  had  seen  two  small  houses, 
which  he  only  waited  Mr.  Desbro's  approval  of,  to  engage. 
They  had  each  two  rooms  below,  and  one  above.  The  two 
lower  rooms  in  each  house  were  to  be  thrown  into  one,  for 
the  accomodation  of  the  children ;  and  the  upper  ones  were 
to  be  for  the  bed  rooms  of  the  master  and  mistress. 

Eliza's  letter  then  described  the  presentation  of  the  lease 
to  Peggy,  by  Mrs.  Wallace,  who  was  much  affected  by  the 
artless  expressions  of  the  poor  creature's  gratitude. 
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"And  now,  my  beloved  uncle!  my  more  than  father!" 
said  Eliza,  in  the  conclusion  of  her  letter,  "  what  have  I 
more  to  wish  ?  yes,  one  thing ;  but  that  is  too  sacred  to  trace 
on  paper.  Our  worthy,  pious  Hamilton  will  explain  all  to 
you,  when  we  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you." 

Mr.  Desbro  was  at  no  loss  to  guess  to  what  Eliza  alluded ; 
and  he  began  seriously  to  examine  his  own  heart. 

He  now,  for  the  first  time,  felt  a  vacuum  in  his  bosom ; 
and  that  feeling  was  instantly  succeeded  by  the  image  of  Mrs. 
St.  Clair.  She  is  certainly  a  lovely  woman,  mentally  ex- 
claimed Desbro ;  but  how  do  I  know  the  opinion  she  may 
have  formed  of  me  ? 

A  soul  like  Evelina's  is  incapable  of  a  second  passion;  but 
I  may  possess  her  friendship, — her  confidence, — and  that  is 
as  much  as  a  man  at  my  age  ought  to  require.  Thus  he  re- 
flected, till,  unconsciously  to  himself,  the  ideas  of  happiness 
and  Evelina  worked  so  on  his  mind,  that  they  became 
inseparable. 

It  is,  therefore,  no  wonder  that  he  hurried  the  preparations 
for  the  marriages.  He  wished  to  be  in  Devonshire,  to  open 
his  mind  freely  to  his  old  and  respected  friend  Mrs.  Wallace, 
who  was  now  almost  continually  in  the  company  of  Mrs.  St. 
Ciair ;  and  as  it  has  been  generally  allowed  that  women  are 
the  best  judges  of  each  other,  he  wished  to  know  Mrs.  Wal- 
lace's candid  opinion ;  and  by  that  he  was  determined  to  be 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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guided ;  even  though  it  should  for  ever  annihilate  his  hopes 
and  wishes.  But  he  could  not  go,  with  any  propriety,  before 
the  time  appointed  for  the  weddings ;  and  a  fortnight  of  that 
time  remained  still  unexpired. 

Mr.  Morland  exerted  himself  with  the  alacrity  of  a  man 
who  was  about  to  commence  a  new  existence.  He  forgot  his 
age ;  his  whole  soul  centred  in  his  children,  and  his  time  was 
passed  in  superintending  the  preparations  for  their  future 
comfort.  He  had  let  the  house  in  Austin  Friars,  reserving 
only  the  counting-houses  and  one  bed  room,  which  he  kept 
in  case  Henry  or  himself  might  have  occasion  to  remain  a 
night  in  the  city.  A  new  carriage  was  oeing  built  for  tne 
general  use  of  the  family,  and  a  curricle  for  James. 

Time  imperceptibly  moved  on,  till  only  two  days  were 
wanting  to  the  one  fixed  on  for  their  journey.  Henry's  pre- 
parations being  completed,  he  left  Mr.  Morland  and  James 
to  finish  theirs,  and  went  with  Mr.  Desbro  to  visit  the  in- 
teresting Swiss.  During  their  walk,  the  latter  gentleman's 
attention  was  awakened  by  an  itinerant  musician,  who  was 
endeavouring  to  draw  melody  from  an  old  soundless  guitar ; 
the  noise  of  which  had  drawn  around  him  a  crowd  of  listeners. 
"  Apropos,"  said  he,  "  this  reminds  me  of  Poor  Duval's  wife; 
she  seems  to  feel  the  vicissitudes  of  her  life  most  acutely." 

"  Her  feelings,"  said  Henry,  "  seem,  to  me,  to  proceed 
more  from  disappointed  pride  than  real  sensibility ;  I  think 
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she  regrets  the  loss  of  fortune's  favours,  more  than  the  cala- 
mity which  was  the  cause  of  her  losing  them,  or  she  would 
never  suffer  a  sigh  of  discontent  to  escape  her  in  the  presence 
of  the  suffering  Dnval." 

"  Your  latter  observation,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  I  must 
admit  to  be  just ;  yet,  my  dear  Henry,  I  cannot  allow  you 
to  be  ungenerous,  under  any  circumstances.  You  were 
never  taught  to  expect  a  philosophic  mind  in  Madame  Du- 
val ;  and  when  I  consider  how  severe  her  sufferings  have 
been,  I  think  she  merits  commisseration.  Her  very  pride 
denotes  feeling,  and  I4hink  the  knowledge'of  her  not  being 
the  chosen  object  of  her  husband's  affection,  is  a  sufficient 
trial,  without  the  addition  of  adversity." 

"  And  the  reflection  of  his  honorable  conduct,"  returned 
Henry,  "  in  sacrificing  his  fondest  hopes  for  her  sake,  ought 
to  make  her  doubly  tender  of  his  feelings.  When  Duval 
married  Pauline,  he  anticipated  neither  poverty  nor  af- 
fliction." 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Uesbro,  "  I  see  I  must  yield  the  point; 
she  is  nevertheless  an  interesting  woman,  and  I  pity  her; 
but,  at  all  events,  I  must  gratify  the  poor  creature  by  giving 
her  an  instrument ;  and,  T  trust  Mr.  Courtney,"  continued 
he,  smiling,  "you  will  not  object  when  you  know  it  will 
be  used  principally  to  amuse  her  husband." 

Henry  smiled  in  his  turn,  and  they  went  into  a  music  shop, 
Q  2 
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where  they  saw  several  instruments,  but  none  that  they  liked 
to  purchase.  The  same  delicacy  that  actuated  the  gift,  pre- 
vailed with  regard  to  the  article  given ;  it  would  have  been 
an  insult  to  the  situation  of  Duval,  to  have  bought  anything 
fine  or  showy. 

They  were  considering  what  to  do,  when  the  shopkeeper 
said,  he  had  by  him  a  Swiss  mandoline,  which  had  been  sold 
to  him  a  few  months  since,  it  was  not  new,  but  in  excellent 
condition. 

He  was  requested  to  produce  it ;  the  purchase  was  imme- 
diately made ;  and,  ordering  a  coach,  they  proceeded  directly 
to  Duval's  lodgings. 

At  the  sight  of  the  instrument,  Madame  Duval  uttered  a 
scream  of  surprise  and  joy,  while  Henrietta,  rapidly  passing 
her  hand  over  the  strings,  said,  "  These  sounds  are  like  the 
voice  of  an  old  friend." 

Mr.  Desbro  and  Henry  stood  for  some  time  enjoying  their 
surprise,  without  suspecting  any  thing  particular;  when 
Frederic  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  It  is  an  old  friend !  it  is  my 
mother's  own  guitar,  which  she  sold  at  the  music  shop  in 
Oxford  street." 

"  And  many  and  bitter  were  the  tears  that  it  cost  me  to 
part  with  it,"  said  Madame  Duval.  "  I  would  have  sub- 
mitted to  anything,  if  Duval  could  but  have  let  me  keep 
that." 
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"  You  know  I  could  not,  my  love;  you  know  for  what  it 
was  sold,"  replied  Duval. 

"  Ah !  yes to  pay  the  rent,"  said  Madame,  in  a  sup- 
pressed tone. 

The  colour,  as  usual,  mounted  to  the  cheeks  of  Duval, 
while  Fredrick  (who  seemed  to  live  but  for  his  father,)  ran  to 
his  sister,  and  entreated  her  to  play  something. 

She  immediately  complied,  and  played  several  popular 
English  songs,  some  of  which  she  accompanied  with  her  voice. 

When  she  had  finished,  she  gave  the  instrument  to  her 
mother,  whose  spirits  seemed  to  revive  with  every  note  she 
struck.  Her  touch  was  bold  and  masterly.  Imagination 
had  transported  her  to  her  native  country ;  and,  forgetful 
of  all  but  the  present  moment,  she  began  '  The  evening  hymn 
to  the  Virgin.' 

Her  voice  was  yet  sweet,  but  tremulous. 

The  evening  was  very  warm ;  they  had  thrown  up  the  win- 
dow, and  had  no  light  but  the  moon,  which  shone  full  in  the 
apartment.  The  delusion  seemed  to  have  shed  its  influence 
over  the  whole  party,  and  the  scene  was  such  as  to  awaken 
feelings  of  the  most  exquisite  nature. 

"  Those  were  the  sweetest  notes  I  ever  heard,"  said  Mr. 
Desbro,  when  Madame  had  finished,  (his  thoughts  suddenly 
reverting  to  Sterne's  '  Maria.') 

Duval  sighed  deeply.     "  How  expressive !  how  appro- 
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piately  expressive  of  my  situation,  is  the  concluding  line  of 
that  beautiful  story  from  which  you  have  just  quoted,"  said 
he,—"  God  tempers  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb." 

Henry  longed,  at  that  moment,  to  have  informed  Duval 
of  the  deed  which  he  had  executed  in  his  favour ;  but  an 
instant's  reflection  forbade  it ;  and  after  half  an  hour's  chat 
on  indifferent  subjects,  the  guests  took  their  leave  till  after 
their  return  from  Devonshire. 

Next  morning  brought  them  letters,  filled  with  the  fondest 
anticipations  of  their  arrival,  and  the  following  was  the  day 
fixed  on  for  the  journey. 

Licences   and  wedding  rings  were  already  purchased, 

and  the  post  coach  and  four  was  ordered  to  be  at  Mr.  Mor- 

l 
land's  at  six  in  the  morning. 

At  half  an  hour  after,  they  stepped  into  it,  and,  without 
any  impediment,  arrived  once  more  within  sight  of  Green- 
wood Cottage. 

The  time  of  their  arrival  had  been  previously  announced ; 
and  they  entered  the  village  amidst  ringing  of  bells  and  loud 
huzzas !  All  the  villagers  were  assembled  to  greet  the 
founders  of  the  new  school,  and  Mr.  Hamilton  had  the 
greatest  difficulty  to  prevent  the  horses  being  taken  from 
the  carriage.  Mr.  Desbro  sat  back,  but  he  was  soon  recog- 
nized, and  "Desbro  for  ever!"  resounded  from  every 
mouth. 
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At  the  rectory  they  were  met  by  Mr.  Selby  and  his  son, 
on  horseback,  who  having  stationed  themselves  on  each  side 
the  carriage,  rode  with  them  to  the  house,  preceded  by  the 
rector,  on  footj  who  was  desirous  of  announcing  them. 

The  young  gentlemen  were  too  anxious  to  embrace  their 
lovely  brides  to  give  much  time  to  the  ceremony  of  entrance, 
but  stood  with  them  at  the  door  of  the  drawing  room  as  Mr. 
Morland  and  Mr.  Desbro  entered. 

Mrs.  Wallace  could  with  difficulty  suppress  a  starting 
tear,  as  she  recollected  that  the  last  time  Mr.  Morland  was 
in  Devonshire,  was  the  period  of  her  beloved  brother's  death. 

The  first  sensations  of  pleasure  were  hardly  subsided,  ere 
they  were  renewed  by  the  entrance  of  Mrs.  Hamilton  and 
Mrs.  St.  Clair.  Evelina  had  thrown  aside  her  mourning,  in 
compliment  to  the  joyous  occasion  of  the  visit,  and  looked, 
if  possible,  more  lovely,  though  not  less  interesting,  in  white. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  Mrs  Wallace  attentively 
watched  the  countenances  of  Mrs.  St.  Clair  and  Desbro,  and 
read  that  satisfaction  in  both,  which  could  only  have  pro- 
ceeded from  each  other. 

This  was  Thursday ;  and  before  the  party  separated,  the 
celebration  of  the  nuptial  ceremonies  was  fixed  for  the  fol- 
lowing Tuesday. 

Arrangements  had  been  made  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
gentlemen ;  Mrs.  St.  Clair  had  offered  to  take  part  of  Mrs. 
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Wallace's  bed,  and  give  hers  up  to  one  of  them,  while 
the  spare  room  at  the  rectory  was  fitted  up  for  another. 
These  were  occupied  by  the  Messrs.  Morlands  till  after 
the  weddings,  when  the  elder  Mr.  Morland  was  to  sleep 
at  the  rectory  during  the  remainder  of  their  stay  in 
Devonshire. 

The  few  days  passed  by  quickly,  and  the  morning  at  length 
dawned  which  was  eventually  to  decide  the  future  fate  of 
our  heroine. 

The  whole  party  breakfasted  together  at  the  cottage, 
whence  they  proceeded  in  two  post  coaches  to  church,  where 
the  rector  was  waiting  for  them ;  Mrs.  Hamilton  was  with 
the  bridal  party. 

The  two  brides  were  attired  exactly  alike,  in  dresses  and  hats 
of  pearl-coloured  lutestring,  richly  trimmed  with  Brussels 
point  lace  ;  their  veils  and  scarfs  of  the  same  costly  material. 
They  wore  no  ornament  but  a  pearl  crescent,  which  parted 
their  hair  on  the  forehead,  and  was  scarcely  visible  beneath 
their  veils ;  which,  at  Mr.  Desbro's  request,  they  wore  down 
during  the  whole  time  they  remained  in  church. 

The  nuptial  benediction  w^s  pronounced  in  a  most  im- 
pressive manner  by  Mr.  Hamilton.  Eliza  first  received  the 
hand  of  her  devotedly  attached  James  Morland,  from  her 
beloved  uncle.  After  which,  she  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
Mr.  Morland  consign  his  Jessy  to  the  protection  of  the  truly 
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deserving  Henry,  whose  active  benevolence  and  generally 
conciliating  manner,  justly  endeared  him  to  all  by  whom  he 
was  known. 

The  brides  maintained  a  dignified  firmness  during  the  ce- 
remony ;  and  when  it  was  over,  received  the  salutations  of  their 
friends,  with  unaffected  modesty. 

It  was  not  till  Eliza  was  pressed  to  the  throbbing  bosom  of 
her  uncle,  that  the  tears  which  she  had  with  difficulty  re- 
strained, flowed  abundantly  down  her  oheeks.  She  felt,  at 
that  moment,  sensations  to  which  it  was  impossible  to  give 
utterance  ;  but  that  which  was  most  predominant,  was  grate- 
ful affection  to  the  protector  of  her  early  years. 

When  in  the  vestry  room,  Mr.  Desbro  and  Mr.  Morland 
each  presented  the  rector  with  a  bank  note  of  fifty  pounds. 
The  good  man  was  unable  to  thank  them ;  but  taking  a  hand 
of  each,  which  he  pressed  ferventl5  within  his  own,  he  ab- 
ruptly withdrew. 

The  bridal  party  now  entered  their  carriages,  and  a  few 
minutes  brought  them  to  Greenwood,  where  they  were  soon 
joined  by  Mr.  Hamilton.  The  day  was  passed  in  the  most 
delightful  festivity,  and  the  party,  though  small,  was  joyous 
and  convivial. 

They  were  still  at  the  dessert  when  the  sounds  of  music 
caught  their  ear,  and  at  every  pause,  loud  huzzas !  and  shouts 
of  "  Desbro  for  ever! "  and  "  long  live  the  young  couples !" 
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rent  the  air.  After  some  time,  Mr.  Desbro  threw  up  the 
sash,  and  with  Henry  and  James  on  each  side  of  him,  sta- 
tioned himself  on  the  balcony.  All  were,  in  a  moment,  silent, 
while  Mr.  Desbro  addressed  them. 

"  My  good  friends ! "  said  he,  in  a  voice  expressive  of 
his  feelings,  while  the  smile  of  benignity  sat  on  his  fine 
countenance,  "  we  are  grateful,  very  grateful,  for  this  proof 
of  your  affection;  may  you  all  live  long  and  happily !  Though 
many  miles  distant  from  you,  you  will  not  be  forgotten;"  and 
laying  his  hand  emphatically  on  his  breast,  he  continued, — 
"our  fervent  prayers  will  ever  be  for  your  prosperity;  and 

while  Desbro  and  his  family  live,  the  village  of  B 

shall  never  want  a  friend." 

Here  the  acclamations  were  renewed  ;  and  Mr.  Desbro, 
bowing  gracefully,  returned  with  his  young  friends  to  the 
drawing  room.  He  was  so  much  overcome,  that  he  sunk 
into  a  chair,  and  was  some  minutes  before  his  spirits  could 
recover  their  usual  tone. 

Henry  and  James  now  requested  Mr.  Hamilton  to  inform 
the  rustic  party,  that  they  should  assemble  on  the  following 
morning  in  the  vestry,  when  something  would  be  given  to 
each  of  them,  that  they  might  make  merry  in  their  own 
habitations. 

This  was  complied  with,  and  after  three  hearty  cheers, 
the  villagers  returned  to  their  respective  homes. 
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Before  Mr.  Hamilton  left  them,  the  two  bridegrooms  gave 
him  each  five  pounds,  to  distribute  at  his  own  discretion 
among  his  humble  parishioners. 

As  it  was  not  considered  in  character  for  the  young  mar- 
ried ladies  to  be  seen  abroad  until  they  had  made  their 
appearance  at  church,  the  ladies  at  the  rectory  passed  a  part 
of  each  day  with  them  at  home. 

Every  visit  encreased  Mr.  Desbro's  predilection  for  Mrs. 
St.  Clair ;  and  yet  so  delicately  tenacious  was  he,  that  he 
feared  to  speak  on  a  subject  in  which  he  felt  his  future  peace 
deeply  involved.  Some  times  he  wished  to  delegate  the  task 
to  Mrs.  Wallace,  at  others  he  thought  he  had  better  leave 
the  management  of  it  to  Mr.  Hamilton  ;  yet,  the  more  he 
considered,  the  more  he  became  bewildered ;  and  after 
several  hours  had  passed  in  various  thoughts  on  the  subject, 
he  found  himself  at  the  same  point  whence  he  set  out. 

One  evening  that  Mrs.  Hamilton  had  been  prevented 
going  out,  in  consequence  of  her  infant's  being  slightly  in- 
disposed, the  Rector  saw  Mrs.  St.  Clair  to  the  cottage,  and 
apologizing  for  being  obliged  to  return  immediately,  said  he 
would  call  again  for  his  aunt.  Mr.  Desbro  thought  this  too 
good  an  opportunity  to  be  lost ;  he  offered  his  services  to 
attend  Mrsv.  St.  Clair  home,  which  being  accepted,  Mr. 
Hamilton  took  his  leave.  Though  the  hour  was  come  which 
was  to  afford  him  the  long  desired  tete-a-tete,  yet  every 
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sentence  he  attempted  to  utter,  died  upon  his  lips ;  and  he 
actually  returned  home,  without  having  explained  himself  on 
the  subject  nearest  his  heart ;  though  more  in  love  than  ever. 

When  in  his  own  apartment,  he  felt  thoroughly  out  of 
humour  with  himself;  he  would  have  laughed  at  the  man  of 
twenty,  who  would  have  confessed  that  he  had  not  courage 
to  address  a  lady ;  yet  he,  who  was  more  than  double  the  age, 
had  felt  the  want  of  it. 

It  was  Friday  night ;  on  Sunday  they  were  to  dine  at  the 
rectory,  and  he  was  determined  not  to  meet  Mrs.  St.  Clair 
again,  until  he  had  found  some  means  of  making  her  acquainted 
with  the  sentiments  with  which  she  had  inspired  him  ;  and  if 
his  suit  should  be  rejected,  never  to  see  her  more. 

He  paced  his  chamber  with  slow  and  disordered  steps, 
reflecting  on  the  strangeness  of  the  human  system.  His  best 
years  had  been  past  almost  in  exile.  Early  inured  to  mis- 
fortune, his  way  ward  fate,  and  the  promise  given  to  his  dying 
sister,  had  hitherto  prevented  his  mixing  in  any  society  where 
he  might  have  formed  an  attachment.  His  perplexities  were 
now  ended,  his  promise  fulfilled,  and  his  beloved  charge  happy 
in  the  arms  of  a  husband  who  adored  her,  and  in  the  affections 
of  a  dear  and  amiable  brother.  He  had  hoped  now  to  have 
passed  the  evening  of  his  days  in  quiet  solitude,  free  from  the 
invasion  of  passions  which  had  hitherto  lain  so  long  dormant 
in  his  breast,  as  to  make  him  sometimes  doubt  that  he 
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possessed  them.  But  no,  the  soul  of  Desbro  was  destined  to 
become  the  seat  of  contending  emotions ;  so  true  it  is,  that 
'  every  heart  is  destined  once  to  love.' 

In  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  he  had  found  every  thing  that  his  most 
fervid  imagination  could  fancy  in  woman.  Not  superficial 
acquirements  and  ornamental  accomplishments;  but  solid 
sense.  A  liberal  education  had  reared  the  finest  structure, 
upon  the  firm  basis  of  piety  and  virtue.  The  adornments  of 
the  graces  had  beautified,  without  injuring,  the  edifice;  and 
a  fascinating  exterior  had  finished  one  of  the  loveliest  of 
nature's  works. 

The  more  he  pondered,  the  more  he  blamed  his  want  of 
confidence  in  himself ;  at  length,  after  two  hours  reflection, 
he  resolved  to  write  to  her  ;  and  as  the  house  was  quiet,  he 
left  his  chamber,  descended  again  into  the  parlour,  and 
seated  himself  at  a  writing  table. 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  Mr.  Desbro  found  it  diffi- 
cult to  compose  a  letter.  He  began  several ;  they  did  not 
satisfy  him,  and  he  was  upon  the  point  of  giving  up  the  idea, 
when,  without  thinking  of  what  he  did,  he  mechanically 
traced  a  few  words  which  pleased  him  better,  and  he  conti- 
nued. The  letter  ran  thus — 

"  Madam, 

When  I  proposed  to  myself  the  honor  of  walking 
with  you  last  evening,  it  was  for  a  purpose  very  different 
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from  that  of  merely  gratifying  a  feeling  of  politeness.  I 
wished  to  have  spoken  to  you  on  a  subject  nearest  my 
heart;  one  in  which  my  future  peace  is  deeply  interested. 
You  (unlike  too  many  of  your  sex,)  are  so  entirely  free 
from  that  self-admiring  vanity,  which  appears  to  demand 
our  attention,  without  seeking  our  respect,  that  I  almost 
fear  your  extreme  diffidence  will  hardly  allow  you  to  ima- 
gine the  goal  to  which  my  allusions  point ;  and  I  would 
willingly,  if  possible,  spare  your  feelings  too  abrupt  a 
declaration. 

But  it  is  necessary  I  should  use  candour,  as  I  expect  it 
equally  in  return. 

Until  I  saw  you,  I  never  beheld  that  woman  to  whom  I 
could  have  said,  you  are  destined  to  make  me  happy. 

I  must  here  confess  that  my  general  opinion  of  your  sex, 
has  not  been  very  generous,  and  if  my  present  presumption 
should  prove  my  punishment,  I  cannot  deny  the  justice  of  it. 

At  my  age,  you  might  have  imagined  that  love  was  a 
subject,  if  not  forgotten,  at  least  thought  but  lightly  of. 
But  you  are  mistaken ;  those  feelings  which  (for  want  of  an 
object  to  interest  them)  have  so  long  lain  dormant,  are  now 
aroused  to  action  ;  and  that  heart  so  long  wandering  in  search 
of  a  resting  place,  has  selected  your  bosom  for  its  refuge. 

I  am  unacquainted  with  the  terms  which  '  youthful  lovers 
use,'  nor  would  I  insult  your  understanding,  by  the  adoption 
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of  idle  phrases,  which  while  they  give  to  a  lady  the  attributes 
of  an  angel,  forget  that  she  possesses  the  intellects  of  a 
woman. 

I  \vould  not  wish  you  faultless — since  that  were  to  wish 
what  nature  never  meant  should  be.  I  have  been  made 
acquainted  with  the  history  of  your  misfortunes,  and  know 
I  cannot  receive  an  undivided  heart.  Nor  do  I  admire  you 
the  less,  for  knowing  that  your  first  affections  are  buried  in 
the  grave  of  the  unfortunate  victim  of  religious  enthusiasm. 

Should  you  feel  it  impossible  that  I  could  ever  become 
otherwise  than  indifferent  to  you,  scruple  not  to  say  so ;  in 
that  event,  my  presence  shall  not  annoy  you  ;  only  assure  me 
that  my  presumption  has  not  given  you  offence,  and  that  will 
be  some  consolation  to 

Madam , 

Your  most  devoted  servant, 

EDWARD  FREDERIC  DESBRO." 

This  letter  he  read  over  two  or  three  times,  but  was  not 
quite  satisfied  till  he  had  submitted  it  to  the  perusal  of  Mrs. 
Wallace. 

He,  therefore,  put  it  by,  and  returning  to  his  chamber, 
threw  himself  on  the  bed ;  but  the  confusion  of  his  thoughts, 
prevented  his  sleeping. 

He  rose  early,  and  thought  Mrs.  Wallace  had  never  yet 
made  it  so  late  before  she  quitted  her  apartment. 
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She  at  length  came  down,  and  before  the  rest  of  the 
family  had  assembled,  Mr.  Desbro  gave  her  his  letter,  and 
begged  to  be  allowed  her  opinion  on  it.  She  read  it  atten- 
tively, returned  it  with  a  smile,  and  wished  him  success. 

A  servant  was  now  dispatched  with  it  to  the  rectory. — 
Mrs.  St.  Clair  was  still  in  her  bed  room  when  the  letter 
arrived ;  thither  it  was  taken.  When  she  descended  into 
the  parlour,  there  was  an  appearance  of  agitation  in  her 
countenance,  which  alarmed  the  affectionate  solicitude  of 
her  amiable  relatives,  who,  in  one  voice,  enquired  what  had 
disturbed  her  ?  She  replied  by  putting  Mr.  Desbro's  letter 
into  the  hand  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  who,  after  reading,  handed 
it  to  his  wife.  "  This  is  just  what  I  expected,"  said  she, 
returning  the  letter  to  her  aunt ;  "  you  will  not,  I  hope, 
disdain  this  generous  attachment." 

"  Disdain  !  Maria,"  said  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  "  is  a  sentiment 
I  am  incapable  of  feeling  towards  any  one ;  Mr.  Desbro  is 
certainly  an  amiable  man,  but  it  is  only  those  who  have  been 
placed  as  I  now  am,  that  can  appreciate  the  peculiar  delicacy 
of  my  situation.  To  refuse  him,  would  be  the  height  of  caprice ; 
and  to  accept  him  on  such  grounds  as  I  only  could,  would 
be  to  offend  his  generosity." 

"  What  grounds  then  are  those?"  resumed  Mrs.  Hamilton. 

"  His  extreme  resemblance  to  my  lamented  Lorenzo," 
was  the  reply. 
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"  Now  this  accounts  for  the  change  in  your  look  and 
manner,  which  I  noticed  when  you  were  first  introduced  to 
him.  Indeed  I  was  alarmed,  and  thought  you  had  been 
suddenly  taken  ill,"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton ;  "  I  believe  I 
noticed  it  to  my  husband." 

"  You  did,  my  love,"  said  the  rector,  "  and  I  told  you  what 
might  probably  have  been  the  cause,  as  you  yourself 
noticed  the  likeness." 

"  It  is  indeed  striking,"  said  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  *'  not  only 
his  person,  but  his  voice  and  general  manner;  were  it  not 
for  the  difference  in  years,  I  could  almost  have  fancied  I 
beheld  St.  Clair." 

"  May  I  be  allowed  to  hail  that  as  a  favorable  omen  for 
my  friend  1 "  said  the  rector,  pressing  the  trembling  hand  of 
Evelina. 

She  replied  not,  and  he  continued — "  There  is  a  certain 
term  which  custom,  as  well  as  nature,  devotes  to  the 
mournful  memory  of  those  we  love  ;  that  once  expired,  we 
are  called  upon  to  fulfil  duties  equally  important,  though, 
perhaps,  less  interesting." 

Heaven  requires  not  an  eternal  widowhood,  nor  is  it 
natural,  that  at  your  age,  all  your  affections  should  be  buried 
in  the  grave  of  him  you  mourn.  I  cannot  leave  this  subject 
without  expressing  my  grateful  feelings  to  those  of  my 
countrymen,  and  of  my  faith,  who  have,  by  their  pious  and 
VOL.  II.  R 
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indefatigable  exertions,  endeavoured,  and  not  entirely  without 
success,  to  extirpate  that  most  horrid  of  all  barbarities, — the 
sacrifice  of  the  Hindoo  widows, 

And  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  venture  my  humble  opinion, 
a  living  sacrifice  is  equally  obnoxious  in  the  eyes  of 
providence." 

"  My  dear  Hamilton,"  said  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  "  you  are  not 
now  in  the  pulpit." 

The  rector  smiled,  and  his  wife  added,  "  But  may  he  not 
counsel  when  out  of  it  ?  At  all  events,  my  dear  aunt,  you 
cannot  let  Mr.  Desbro's  letter  remain  unanswered." 

"  And'you  cannot,  my  dear  niece,  suppose  that  I  can  write 
an  answer  to  it."  Here  a  long  pause  ensued,  which  Mrs. 
St.  Clair  broke,  by  saying — "  Mr.  Desbro,  as  a  gentleman, 
cannot  wish  to  tax  my  feelings  beyond  their  power ;  I  will 
meet  him  to-morrow  at  dinner,  that  will  be  a  proof  that  his 
letter  is  not  rejected  ;  and  by  that  time,  I  trust  I  shall  have 
acquired  sufficient  courage  to  answer  any  thing  he  may  wish 
to  say  on  the  subject." 

This  was  sufficient  for  Mr.  Hamilton,  who,  after  ex- 
changing a  significant  look  with  his  wife,  took  his  hat  and 
cane,  and  walked  out. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  withdrew  to  the  nursery;  and  Mrs.  St. 
Clair  was  left  to  her  own  meditations. 

"  Here  is  the  rector ! "  said  Mrs.  Wallace,  as  Mr,  Hamilton 
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walked  up  the  lawn,  "  what  could  have  brought  him  so  early  ? 
no  ill  news  I  hope." 

Mr.  Desbro,  who  feared,  in  this  visit,  destruction  to  his 
heart's  fond  hopes,  beheld  the  approach  of  the  rector  with 
more  pain  than  pleasure. 

Eliza,  who  happened  to  be  seated  opposite  her  uncle,  saw 
the  change  in  his  countenance  ;  and  in  a  tone  of  alarm,  en- 
quired if  he  were  ill?  He  had  hardly  time  to  reply  in  the 
negative,  when  Mr.  Hamilton  entered.  "  I  am  come,"  said 
he,  "  to  remind  you  of  your  engagement  for  to-morrow;  I 
thought  the  ladies  would  stand  more  upon  etiquette  than 
when  they  were  single,  and  that  the  established  charter 
would  not  be  deemed  sufficient  invitation  now." 

Eliza  and  Jessy  could  not  help  laughing  at  the  worthy 
minister's  punctiliousness,  and  declared  themselves  perfectly 
satisfied  of  the  validity  of  their  engagement,  even  if  he  had 
not  [called. 

"  Does  it  extend  to  gentlemen  also  ? "  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
affecting  a  smile,  and  fixing  his  eyes  enquiringly  on  the 
rector. 

'*  Most  certainly,  Sir,"  was  the  reply,  "  and  you  above 
all,"  putting  particular  emphasis  on  the  word  you. 

The  blood  mounted  to  Mr.  Desbro's  cheeks,  and  Mr. 
Hamilton,  who  saw  that  he  had  fulfilled  his  mission,  took  his 

leave. 

R  2 
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The  gate  was  hardly  closed,  ere  it  was  again  opened  for 
the  admission  of  the  postman,  who  brought  letters  for  the 
Messrs.  Morlands. 

"  I  fear,  my  love,"  said  the  youngest  of  those  gentlemen, 
addressing  his  wife,  "that  we  shall  not  be  able  to  remain  in 
this  lovely  place  as  long  as  we  intended ;  business  already 
chides  my  stay,  and  much  as  I  shall  regret  taking  you  from 
scenes  so  dear  to  your  remembrance,  yet,"  added  he  with  a 
smile,  "  I  am  too  much  the  husband  to  leave  you  behind  me." 
Nor  would  1  wish  to  stay,"  returned  Eliza,  "  longer  than 
suits  your  convenience." 

"Oh  dear!"  exclaimed  Jessy,  what  an  obedient  wife, 
I  do  not  think  I  could  have  answered  so  prettily." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it,"  said  Henry,  "  for  I  fear  your  obedi- 
ence, if  such  you  call  it,  will  be  put  to  the  test  earlier  than 
you  like ;  for,  by  the  letters  to  your  father,  our  presence 
will  also  be  soon  required  in  the  metropolis." 

"  Heighho  ! "  said  Jessy,  "  how  I  do  wish  that  I  could 
put  my  mouth  in  form,  to  say  something  very  cross,  and 
give  myself  a  few  fine  married-lady  airs ;  but  I  do  not  know 
how  it  is,  when  one  has  once  enlisted  under  the  banners  of  that 
terrible  sister  of  yours,  all  self-importance  falls  to  the  ground, 

and  I  believe  I  shall  become  just  such  a  wife  as " 

"  You  have  been  a  daughter,"  said  Mr.  Morland,  kissing 
her  cheek.  "  But  do  not  be  alarmed,  my  sweet  girls,  this 


OR,   THE   LOCKET    WATCH.  230 

is  only  Saturday,  and  if  we  are  in  town  Monday  week,  it 
will  be  time  enough  for  me,  if  it  is  for  James  ?  " 

"  I  will  endeavour  to  make  it  so,  Sir,"  said  his  son,  un- 
willing to  derange  the  harmony  of  the  party. 

Mr  Desbro  heard  all  these  arrangements  with  feelings  of 
a  most  painful  nature.  To  be  sure,  if  Mrs.  St.  Clair  rejected 
his  suit,  then  it  would  be  of  no  consequence  how  soon  he 
quitted  a  place  which  would  no  longer  be  productive  of  any 
pleasure  to  him.  But  if  she  should  accept  him  ?  if  indeed 
she  was  destined  to  become  the  companion  of  his  future  life, 
the  sweet  solace  of  his  declining  years,  could  he  so  soon  leave 
her  ?  and  to  ask  her  to  be  his  so  very  abruptly,  to  give  her 
but  one  short  week,  would  neither  be  generous  nor  just. 

His  mind  was  terribly  harassed  with  these  thoughts,  and 
he.  became  involuntarily  so  absent  and  thoughtful,  that  Eliza, 
no  longer  able  to  conceal  her  uneasiness,  followed  him  into 

the  garden,  and  begged  him,  as  he  valued  her  peace,  to 

% 
confide  to  her  the  cause  of  this  sudden  and  alarming  change. 

Mr.  Desbro,  having  assured  her  that  his  health  was  not 
affected,  referred  her  to  Mrs.  Wallace,  for  the  required 
explanation.  She  immediately  sought  that  lady,  who  informed 
her  that  every  thing  with  regard  to  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  was  as 
she  wished,  as  far  as  depended  on  Mr/  Desbro ;  but  that  he 
intended  the  business  to  have  been  kept  concealed  from  her, 
till  he  knew  how  high  he  stood  in  the  lady's  estimation. 
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"  Of  that,  my  dear  Madam,  there  can  be  nothing  to  fear," 
said  Eliza,  "  oh  heavens !  can  there  be  a  creature  in  existence 
who  could  see  my  uncle,  and  not  love  him?" 
Mrs.  Wallace  smiled  at  her  enthusiasm;  "To  see  your  uncle,'' 
said  she,  "  is  not  sufficient  to  know  him;  and  I  am  sure  you 
would  feel  but  little  respect  for  that  individual,  who  could  love 
him  for  his  person  alone,  elegant  as  (it  must  be  confessed) 
it  is." 

Eli/a  blushed  at  this  reproof,  and  acknowledged  Mrs. 
Wallace  in  the  right.  "  Yet,"  said  she,  "  my  veneration 
for  this  more  than  parent,  is  so  entwined  with  my  very 
existence,  that  I  think  every  one  must  feel  as  I  do ;  and  I 
fancy,  that  the  slightest  glance  from  his  mild  expressive  eye, 
declares  the  nobleness  of  his  soul." 

"  You  are  a  dear,  grateful  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Wallace,  "and 
I  have  no  fears  for  your  future  happiness  ;  I  have  seen  all 

I  wish  in  you ;  let  me  but  witness  the  happiness  of  my  dear 

* 

respected  friend,  and  I  care  not  how  soon  I  go  to  rest." 
She  tenderly  embraced  Eliza,  and  feeling  her  spirits 
weakened  by  the  foregoing  conversation,  said, — "  Go  my 
beloved  child,  your  husband  is  expecting  you,  I  will  join 
you  below  in  a  few  minutes." 

, 

Eliza  felt  that  there  was  something  prophetic  in  the  words 
of  her  monitress;  and  she  trembled  at  the  idea  of  an  event, 
which,  whenever  it  happened,  would  always  be  too  soon. 
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She  communicated  her  fears  to  her  husband,  who,  not 
wishing  to  encourage  alarm  in  her  bosom,  made  little  of  it, 
although  he  had  frequently  noticed  the  increased  infirmity 
of  the  lady  in  question. 

Next  morning,  the  whole  party  went  to  church,  they  were 
greeted  on  the  way  by  the  smiles,  bows,  and  curtsies  of  the 
villagers. 

The  eyes  of  Mr.  Desbro  wandered  in  vain  from  pew  to 
pew;  Mrs.  St.  Clair  did  not  make  her  appearance.  He 
thought  a  hundred  things  ; — was  she  ill  ?  or  would  she  not 
see  him  ? 

This  last  conjecture  was  banished  as  soon  as  formed,  by 
the  recollection  that  the  rector  had  assured  him  he  would  be 
a  welcome  guest  at  dinner ;  and  certainly  she  must  be  aware 
that  the  invitation  had  been  given.  It  was  useless  to  weary 
his  mind  by  fruitless  conjectures  ;  he  waited,  not  very  pa- 
tiently, till  the  service  was  ended,  and  then  bent  his  steps 
to  the  rectory,  with  all  the  appearance  of  a  man  who  is 
determined  to  know  the  worst  at  once. 

But  no  such  hazard  awaited  him ;  Mrs.  St.  Clair  received 
him  with  that  modest  assurance  which,  while  it  gave  him  no 
direct  encouragement,  led  him  to  hope  he  was  not  rejected. 
He  placed  himself  next  her  at  dinner,  and  was  pleased  to  find 
that  his  attentions  were  graciously  accepted. 

After  dinner,  by  a  preconcerted  signal  from  Mr.  Hamilton, 
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the  company  one  by  one  left  the  parlour,  and  ere  they  were 
conscious  of  it,  Mr.  Desbro  and  Mrs.  St.  Clair  found  them- 
selves the  only  persons  remaining. 

Mr.  Desbro  was  some  time  before  he  felt  able  to  take 
advantage  of  his  situation.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  that 
the  man,  whose  courage  would  have  been  invincible  '  even 
on  the  embattled  field,' — whose  oratory  would  have  graced  a 
senate  —now  sat  trembling  and  hesitating  in  the  presence  of 
a  woman.  At  length  he  broke  silence,  and  hoped  that  the 
few  lines  he  had  had  the  honor  of  addressing  to  her,  had 
reached  her  ?  Mrs.  St.  Clair  bowed  assent. 

"  Then,  may  I  presume  to  hope,  that  its  contents  have 
been  perused  without  having  given  offence  ? 

"  I  should  be  ungenerous  indeed,  Sir,"  said  she,  "  to  take 
offence  at  what  I  ought  to  consider  an  honor." 

"  Good  !  kind  Mrs.  St.  Clair  !"  said  he,  taking  her  unre- 
sisting hand,  "  in  that  letter  you  have  the  genuine  sentiments 
of  an  unsophisticated  heart;  were  I  to  speak  volumes  on  the 
subject,  I  could  not  say  more." 

"That  letter,  Sir/'  said  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  "evinced  the  real 
goodness  of  your  heart.  But  allow  me  to  ask,  if  you  have 
well  considered  the  consequences  of  bestowing  your  affections 
on  a  woman  who  has  nought  to  return  but  grateful,  respectful 
friendship  ?  You  acknowledge  that,  till  this  eventful  period , 
love  has  been  a  stranger  to  your  bosom.  Your  days  of 
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boyhood  are  long  since  gone  by  ;  that  does  not  make  your 
feelings  less  fervid.  Indeed,  I  have  heard  it  advanced  by 
many,  that  matured  love  is  the  most  empassioned;  at  any 
rate,  I  believe  it  to  be  the  most  permanent.  But  then,  the 
feelings  should  be  reciprocated  by  the  object  which  they 
court :  it  cannot  be  reasonably  expected,  that  such  can 
emanate  from  a  desolate  and  widowed  heart."  The  tears 
which,  for  some  time,  had  trembled  in  her  eyes,  now  coursed 
each  other  down  her  cheeks,  while  her  companion  scarcely 
seemed  to  breathe,  fearful  he  might  lose  a  word  she  uttered. 

He  pressed  the  hand  he  still  held,  in  silence,  to  his  lips ; 
till  finding  that  Mrs.  St.  Clair  had  ceased  speaking,  he 
thanked  her  in  the  most  fervent  manner,  for  the  friendship 
she  had  promised  him.  "But  why  gratitude  ?  why  respect  ? " 
said  he,  "  those  are  sentiments  that  I  alone  must  feel.  Con- 
tinue to  cherish  the  memory  of  St.  Clair?  sanctified  indeed 
must  that  soul  be,  who,  from  purity  of  conscience,  could 
voluntarily  exile  himself  from  the  society  of  such  a  woman  as 
Evelina. 

Consent  to  bless  me  with  this  hand,  and  the  friendship  you 
have  already  offered  me.  Together  we  will  talk  of  your 
lamented  Lorenzo  ;  and  while,  by  describing  his  virtues,  you 
teach  me  to  emulate  them,  the  tear  with  which  I  bedew  his 
misfortunes,  shall  blot  out  the  remembrance  of  his  errors." 

Noble !  generous  Desbro ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  St.  Clair, 
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"  heartless  indeed  must  she  be  who  could  hear  such  sentiments 

unmoved.     Now  leave  me,  T  feel  unfit  for  further  converse  ; 

besides,  our  absence  will  be  remarked." 

"  But  you  are  agitated,  I  fear  you  will  be  ill ;  suffer  me 

to  remain  till  you  are  more  composed,"  said  he,  looking  at 

her  pale  and  interesting  countenance. 

Mrs.  St.  Clair  shook  her  head,  sighed  deeply,  and  said, 

"  Oh !  no,  composure  is  only  to  be  acquired  in  solitude  and 

sacred  meditation." 

"  Then  you  will  be  alone?"  said  Mr.  Desbro. 
"  Yes,  quite  alone.     And  when   we  meet  again,"  said 
she,  smiling  through  her  tears,  "  I  will  repay  your  acqui- 
escence by  my  cheerfulness." 

Mr.  Desbro  again  impressed  a  kiss  upon  her  hand,  and  left 
her.  But  unable  to  bear  the  scrutinizing  looks  of  his  friends, 
he  walked  into  the  garden,  and  throwing  himself  on  a  seat  in 
the  little  summerhouse,  where  he  had  so  often  listened  to  the 
pious  admonitions  of  true  friendship,  as  they  flowed  from  the 
lips  of  the  lamented  Howard,  he  again  thought  over  the 
events  of  the  last  twenty  years,  as  they  had  occurred  to  him 
in  progression,  from  the  night  of  his  first  arrival  at  the  rectory ; 
when  poor,  friendless,  and  unhappy,  he  had  sought  a  shelter 
for  his  innocent  Eliza.  He  now  beheld  himself  possessed  of 
fortune,  friends,  and  a  prospect  of  happiness  open  to  his 
view,  which  made  him  ready  to  doubt  the  reality  of  his  own 
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existence.  His  heart  swelled  in  his  bosom,  as  he  raised  his 
tearful  eyes  to  heaven,  in  silent  thanksgiving.  There  were 
those  who  had  erroneously  and  unjustly  accused  Mr.  Desbro, 
of  want  of  religious  principles,  because  he  did  not  chuse  to 
publish  his  sentiments,  and  lay  his  opinions  open  to  the 
animadversion  of  the  world,  He  had,  in  his  early  life,  seen 
enough  of  those  hypocrites  who  knew  too  well  how  to  veil  the 
worst  of  principles  under  the  mask  of  religious  zeal,  and  hide, 
beneath  the  cloak  of  charity,  the  envenomed  sting  of  slander. 
He  seldom  went  to  church,  as  he  was  not  always  in  a  fit 
mood  for  prayer,  because  the  'hour  of  prayer  had  chimed.' 
Desbro  '  prayed  secretly ;'  and  every  hour  of  his  life,  now 
proved  that  '  God  rewarded  publicly.' 

He  was  so  deeply  entranced  in  thought,  that  he  beheld 
not  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  was  advancing  towards  him ;  but 
that  gentleman  suddenly  stopt,  and  as  he  looked  on  Mr. 
Desbro's  fine  interesting  figure,  as  he  sat  with  his  hands 
clasped  an  d  his  eyes  devoutly  fixed  on  the  '  blue  ethereal 
sky,'  respect  arrested  his  footsteps.  Mr.  Desbro  now  arose, 
and  was  preparing  to  leave  the  spot  which  had  been  hal- 
lowed by  his  meditation,  when  he  encountered  the  figure  of 
the  rector  standing  still  and  looking  at  him.  Their  eyes 
met ;  both  started  and  felt  confused.  Desbro  felt  hurt  that 
he  should  have  been  watched  ;  and  Hamilton  doubly  so,  that 
he  should  have  appeared  prying  into  the  secret  solitude  of 
his  friend. 


FICTION  WITHOUT    ROMANCE  ; 

He  hastily  advanced,  and  extending  his  hand  to  Mr.  Des- 
bro,  solemnly  said,  "  Can  you  forgive  me,  my  dear  Sir,  for 
having,  in  my  admiration  of  your  devotion,  forgot  what  was 
due  to  your  feelings  ?  " 

Desbro,  unable  to  speak,  pressed  the  proffered  hand  to  his 
heart ;  then  drawing  it  through  his  arm,  they  walked  along 
in  silence. 

After  taking  two  or  three  turns,  Mr.  Hamilton  diffidently 
enquired  as  to  the  result  of  Mr.  Desbro's  tete  a  tete  with 
Mrs.  St.  Clair. 

Mr.  Desbro  repeated  nearly  the  whole  of  their  conversa- 
tion ;  and  after  receiving  the  sincere  congratulations  of  Mr. 
Hamilton,  returned  with  him  to  the  house ;  when,  on  entering 
the  drawing  room,  the  whole  company,  as  if  by  a  simultaneous 
effort,  arose  to  give  Mr.  Desbro  the  opportunity  of  taking 
the  vacant  seat  next  to  Mrs.  St.  Clair. 

The  situation  of  the  parties  were  perfectly  understood ; 
and  Eliza  longed  for  the  time  of  taking  leave,  that  she  might 
hear  from  her  uncle's  lips  the  confirmation  that  his  addresses 
had  been  accepted. 

"When  they  were  at  home,  Mr.  Desbro,  with  that  ingenious 
frankness  which  always  marked  his  character,  informed  his 
friends  of  his  attachment,  the  offer  he  had  made,  and  the 
possibility  of  its  being  accepted. 

All  commended  his  choice,  and  congratulated  him  on  the 
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prospect  of  happiness  which  awaited  him ;  and  when  the  party 
retired  for  the  night,  each  felt  a  portion  of  serenity  which 
told  them  they  had  nothing  more  to  wish. 

But  perfect  happiness  is  not  the  destination  of  man ;  and 
those  who  can  boast  of  having  ran  their  course  of  life  without 
any  remarkable  affliction,  may  be  said  to  be  the  most  happy. 
Our  felicity  principally  depends  on  ourselves,  or  rather  on 
the  share  of  philosophy  with  which  every  one  of  us  is  more  or 
less  endowed ;  for,  that  every  individual  is  gifted  with  some 
(however  small)  portion  of  that  virtue,  is  beyond  a  doubt : 
but  they  want  the  resolution  to  exert  it,  and  thereby  to  avert 
from  their  own  bosoms  the  miseries  which  we  inherit  from 
our  birth,  and  inhale  with  our  first  breath. 

When  Eliza  went  to  bed  on  that  night,  she  thought  the 
earth  did  not  contain  a  happier  creature  than  herself,  and 
sank  into  a  sweet  repose,  from  which  she  was  awakened,  by 
a  noise  of  doors  shutting,  and  persons  walking  to  and  fro. 
She  listened  some  minutes,  to  convince  herself  she  was  not  in 
error,  when  her  uncle's  voice  caught  her  ear.  This  was  no 
illusion,  and  she  awoke  Mr.  Morland,  who  instantly  arose, 
and  wrapping  himself  in  his  morning  coat,  ran  down  stairs. 
Eliza  lay  trembling  with  apprehension.  He  soon  returned, 
and  beseeching  her  not  to  be  alarmed,  told  her  that  Mrs. 
Wallace  had  been  taken  suddenly  ill,  but  that  Doctor  Burton 
had  been  sent  for,  and  she  was  now  much  better. 
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Eliza  sprang  from  the  bed,  exclaiming,  "  Mrs.  Wallace 
ill !  and  I  He  here  ?  Oh  cruel !  why  did  they  not  call  me  ?  ' 

"  It  was  by  her  desire  that  you  should  not  be  disturbed, 
my  love,"  answered  James, 

"  She  can  then  speak?"  said  Eliza,  almost  breathless  with 
emotion,  and  beginning  to  hurry  on  her  things  as  well  as 
her  trembling  hands  could  perform  their  office. 

"  Indeed  I  do  not  deceive  you,"  he  answered  ;  "  but 
come,  and  judge  for  yourself:"  then,  supporting  her  in  his 
arms,  he  led  her  down  stairs  to  the  bed-side  of  Mrs.  Wal- 
lace, who,  quite  exhausted  by  the  violence  of  the  spasms  with 
which  she  had  been  attacked,  lie  pale  and  motionless.  The 
two  servants,  Doctor  Burton,  and  Mr.  Desbro,  were  in  the 
room.  Eliza  took  her  passive  hand,  and  held  it  to  her  lips . 
The  action  roused  Mrs.  Wallace,  who  opened  her  eyes,  and 
seeing  Eliza,  said,  "  Why,  my  beloved  child,  did  they  dis- 
turb you ;  I  have  been  poorly,  but  I  feel  much  better  now, 
indeed  I  do  ;  return  to  bed,  my  darling." 

The  sound  of  her  voice  and  the  conviction  that  this  dear 
friend  was  not  really  so  bad  as  her  fears  had  led  her  to  sup- 
pose, rallied  the  benumbed  faculties  of  Eliza,  who  burst  in  to 
tears.  A  few  minutes  restored  her  to  comparative  composure, 
and,  seating  herself  by  the  bedside,  she  listened  attentively 
to  the  directions  of  the  doctor,  who  having  administered  a 
medicine,  retired,  and  promised  to  return  at  ten  in  the 
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morning.  It  was  in  vain  that  Mrs.  Wallace  urged  Eliza » 
she  would  not  be  persuaded  to  leave  her.  She  sent  one 
servant  to  bed,  with  strict  orders  not  to  disturb  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Courtney,  and  the  other  she  directed  to  light  a  fire  in 
the  parlour  for  Mr.  Morland  and  her  uncle,  who  both  refused 
to  return  to  bed. 

Mrs.  Wallace  continued  very  ill  all  night,  but  towards 
morning  had  a  little  sleep.  When  the  Doctor  came,  Eliza 
watched  his  countenance  with  the  most  solicitous  anxiety,  but 
could  read  nothing,  either  to  encourage  hope,  or  to  confirm 
her  fears.  She  followed  him  down  stairs;  and  in  the  most 
earnest  manner  entreated  to  be  informed  his  real  opinion  as 
to  the  state  of  his  patient.  "  I  do  certainly  think  the  lady 
very  ill  at  present,"  said  he,  "  but  I  solemnly  assure  you,  on 
my  honour,  that  I  do  not  apprehend  any  immediate  danger; 
I  depend  much  on  the  anodyne  mixture. 

This  lady,"  continued  he,  "  is  fast  sinking  into  the  vale 
of  years,  and  something  must  be  allowed  for  natural  decay ; 
though  I  hope  she  will  recover  this" attack.  However,  I  will 
see  her  in  the  evening,  when,  I  trust,  I  shall  be  able  to  give 
a  more  satisfactory  opinion." 

Eliza  sighed,  thanked  him,  and  returned  to  the  performance 
of  her  office  as  nurse. 

Mrs.  Wallace's  sudden  indisposition,  threw  a  gloom  over 
the  whole  party.  Few  persons  were  so  universally  beloved, 


260  FICTION    WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

and  few  there  were,  who  so  eminently  deserved  it.  The  day 
was  passed  with  but  little  apparent  amendment ;  while  the 
torturing  suspense  felt  by  the  family,  made  them  earnestly 
pray  for  evening ;  as  then  the  doctor  would  again  pay  his 
visit.  He  came,  and  was  astonished  to  find  the  symptoms 
wear  so  favourable  an  aspect ;  he  complimented  Mrs,  Mor- 
land  highly,  on  the  unremitting  attention  with  which  she  had 
followed  his  directions ;  and  in  no  small  degree  piqued 
himself  on  his  skill,  good  fortune,  &c.  &c. ;  for  Doctor 
Burton,  notwithstanding  the  many  good  qualities  which  he 
possessed,  was  not  without  his  share  of  human  vanity. 

To  whatever  source  it  might  have  been  owing,  matters  not, 
Mrs.  Wallace,  however,  continued  mending  progressively; 
and  on  the  fourth  day  from  the  one  on  which  she  was  taken 
ill,  she  was  able  to  rise,  and  sit  by  the  window. 

It  was  on  the  next  day,  when  the  doctor  entered  the 
parlour,  after  paying  his  visit,  that  he  jocosely  observed,  if 
his  patient  went  on  thus  favorably  for  the  next  five  days, 
she  would  be  able  to  run  a  race. 

"  I  am  very  happy  to  hear  that,"  said  Mr.  Desbro,  "  for 
more  reasons  than  one ;  I  wish  particularly  to  be  in  London, 
early  next  week." 

Oh!  Sir,"  replied  the  doctor,  "you  need  not  be  under 
the  smallest  apprehension  of  leaving  Mrs.  Wallace  ;  I  assure 
you  there  is  not  the  smallest  fear  of  a  relapse." 
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"  I  fear,  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Desbro,  "  You  do  not  exactly 
comprehend  me.  It  is  my  whole  family  who  are  returning 
to  London,  where  we  at  present  reside." 

The  doctor  drew  in  his  lip,  frowned,  and  shook  his  head, 
in  evident  sign  of  non-assent.  "  I  did  indeed  misunderstand 
you,  Sir,"  said  he  at  length ;  but  perhaps  my  simile  of  run- 
ning a  race,  might  have  led  you  into  an  error?  It  is,  there- 
fore, my  duty  to  undeceive  you,  by  telling  you  that  a  journey 
to  London,  in  her  present  state,  might  ultimately  cause  my 
patient's  death." 

Mr.  Desbro  involuntarily  started  back  ;  but  quickly  recol- 
lecting himself,  asked  Doctor  Burton,  when  he  thought  the 
journey  might  be  taken  with  safety  ? 

The  doctor  smiled,  and  again  seating  himself  in  the  chair 
from  which  he  had  just  risen,  told  Ijis  attentive  auditor,  that 
if  he  had  been  attending  Mrs.  Wallace  in  London,  he  should 
have  pt  escribed  her  being  removed  to  a  short  distance  from 
the  metropolis.  "  She  is  now,"  continued  he,  "doubly  fortu- 
nate in  being  on  a  spot  where  she  can  breathe  the  purest  air, 
without  the  fatigue  of  a  removal;  and  I  must  candidly 
confess,  that,  under  Providence,  she  owes  to  that  her  being 
now  in  existence.  At  present,  her  living  in  London,  is 
entirely  out  of  question ;  and,  indeed,  I  do  not  know  if  she 
could  ever  take  so  long  a  journey  without  incurring  great 
danger." 

VOL.  II.  ,S 
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Mr.  Desbro  recollected  how  very  indifferently  she  had 
borne  the  journey  down,  and  how  ill  she  was  on  her  first 
arrival ;  he  entirely  coincided  with  the  opinion  of  Doctor 
Burton  ;  and  was  now  thinking  of  the  sorrow  his  poor  Eliza 
would  suffer,  on  being  obliged  to  part  from  this  dear  and 
early  friend.  As  soon  as  the  doctor  was  gone,  he  sought 
James  Morland,  and  communicated  to  him  all  that  had  passed 
between  that  gentleman  and  himself:  they  had  a  long  consul- 
tation as  to  the  means  of  informing  Mrs.  Wallace  herself,  as 
well  as  Eliza,  of  the  necessary  separation. 

But  they  would  have  been  spared  much  of  that  trouble, 
had  they  known  what  was  passing  in  the  chamber  of  the 
invalid. 

That  excellent  and  considerate  woman,  had  taken  advan- 
tage of  Eliza's  momentary  absence,  to  hint  the  business 
herself  to  the  doctor,  and  reading  in  his  countenance  the 
negative,  which  she  felt  he  ought  to  give,  she  was  now  actu- 
ally preparing  Eliza  for  the  event,  and,  by  pious  and  maternal 
exhortation,  was  instilling  the  fortitude  necessary  on  so  trying 
an  occasion. 

"  Even  supposing  I  were  to  accompany  you  to  London," 
said  she,  "you  could  not  expect  that  I  should  long  remain 
with  you.  My  days,  my  beloved  child !  are  drawing  to  a 
close ;  and  think,  Eliza,  what  would  be  your  sufferings,  at 
the  idea  of  my  dissolution  having  been  hastened  by  the 
fatigue  of  a  journey,  taken  purely  to  oblige  you." 
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**  Oh  !  Heaven  forbid,"  exclaimed  Eliza,  as  she  hid  her 
face,  wet  with  tears,  in  the  bosom  of  her  venerable  friend. 

"  London,"  continued  Mrs.  Wallace,  "  had  never  any 
charms  for  me ;  you  were  the  magnet  which  drew  me  thither. 
But  now,  my  love,  my  presence  could  be  but  of  little  use  to 
you  ;  you  are  surrounded  by  friends,  who  love  you  as  you 
deserve  to  be  loved.  And  I  feel,  that  you  will  think  as  I 
do,  and  praise  the  Almighty  disposer  of  good,  who  has 
thought  fit  to  ordain  this  temporal  separation,  that  we-  may 
be  the  better  able  to  support  an  eternal  one,  when  He  shall 
think  fit  to  call  us  to  it." 

Eliza's  sobs  were  her  only  answer ;  Mrs.  Wallace  said 
no  more  ;  she  supported  her  in  her  feeble  arms,  and  let  her 
feelings  have  that  relief  which  nature  required. 

After  some  time  she  became  more  composed,  and  listened 
to  some  remarks  Mrs.  Wallace  made  oil  indifferent  subjects, 
which  she  had  touched  upon,  merely  to  prevent  Eliza's 
relapsing  into  low  spirits.  During  the  day,  the  subject  of 
the  approaching  parting  was  renewed,  and  continued  till 
Eliza  could  think  of  it  with  fortitude;  and  even  speak  of  it 
with  composure. 

It  was  now  Friday,  and  wanted  but  two  days  to  the  one 
on  which  our  heroine  and  her  friends  were  to  bid  adieu  to 
Devonshire.  Mr.  Desbro,  notwithstanding  his  own  affairs, 
had  lost  no  time  in  the  work  of  benevolence.  The  contribu- 

s  2 
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tions  to  the  school  had  exceeded  his  most  sanguine  expectations. 
Already  the  houses  were  taken,  and  Mrs.  Jones  and  Mr. 
Jameson  settled  in  them.  The  applicants  were  numerous, 
but  Mr  Desbro  chose  to  limit  them  to  the  number  of  twenty 
children,  till  he  saw  how  far  the  finances  could  support  the 
expence,  as  Mr.  Jameson  had  a  family  of  his  own,  and 
consequently  required  many  privileges  that  would  have  been 
unecessary  to  a  single  man.  In  the  evening  they  were  joined 
by  their  friends  from  the.  rectory ;  when  Mr.  Hamilton,  on 
being  informed  of  the  necessity  of  Mrs.  Wallace  continuing 
in  Devonshire,  signified  his  wish  of  her  making  his  house  her 
future  residence.  "  I  should  certainly,"  replied  that  lady, 
"  prefer  your  house  to  every  other,  as  many  local  circum- 
stances combine  to  attach  me  to  it ;  but  it  requires  some 
consideration." 

"  None,  Madam,"  said  Mr  Hamilton,  advancing  towards 
her,  and  taking  her  hand.  "  I  only  wish  you  to  consider 
yourself  as  a  respected  mother,  who  is  coming  to  pass  the 
evening  of  her  days  beneath  the  roof  of  an  affectionate  son." 

Mrs  Hamilton  now  joined  her  entreaties  to  those  of  her 
husband.  Their  eloquence  was  irresistible,  and  Mrs.  Wallace, 
to  the  no  small  satisfaction  of  Eliza,  agreed  to  take  up  her 
residence  at  the  rectory,  on  the  ensuing  Sunday. 

"  And  now,"  said  James  Morland,  "  1  must  beg  leave  to 
offer  a  proposal,  which,  though  it  may,  for  a  moment,  be 
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revolting  to  the  feelings  of  some  of  the  party,  I  flatter 
myself,  will  ultimately  be  productive  of  satisfaction  to  the 
whole." 

Instantly,  every  face  wore  the  expression  of  attention, 
and  every  one  assumed  a  listening  attitude. 

"  If,"  resumed  he,  bowing  to  Mrs.  St.  Clair,  "  our  amiable 
friend  here,  will  permit  the  banns  of  marriage  to  be  pub- 
lished on  Sunday,  and  will  consent  to  receive  the  nuptial 
benediction  on  the  day  succeeding  the  final  day  of  asking, 
Eliza  shall  remain  with  Mrs.  Wallace  till  the  expiration  of 
that  time;  and  come  to  London  with  hef  uncle  and  Aunt" 
"  Bravo !  bravo  !  "  exclaimed  all  the  gentlemen  at  once. 
Eliza  threw  herself  into  her  husband's  arms,  and  embraced 
him  with  tears  of  gratitude ;  while  Mr.  Desbro  waited  with 
impatience  the  ratification  of  the  treaty,  from  the  lips  of  Mrs. 
St.  Clair.     After  a  silence  of  some  moments — "  See,"  said 
he,  "  My  dearest  Evelina,  how  many  individuals  are  here, 
who  are  waiting  for  your  fiat,  to  seal  their  fate."     Mrs.  St. 
Clair  blushed  deeply ;  and  raising  her  eyes  in  sweet  timidity, 
placed  her  hand  within  that  of  Mr.  Desbro,  saying — "  I  resign 
myself  to  you  ;  do  with  me  as  you  please." 

He  pressed  the  precious  gift  to  his  lips>  and  thanked  her 
with  unaffected  ardour. 

Mr.  Hamilton  now  received  formal  directions  to  publish 
the  banns  of  marriage  on  the  ensuing  Sunday,  between 
Edward  Frederic  Desbro,  and  Evelina  St.  Clair. 
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"  You  will  now,  my  dear  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
turning  to  Mrs  Wallace,  "  be  able  to  remain  here  until  your 
strength  is  perfectly  recruited  ;  as  I  could  not  think  of  taxing 
our  worthy  pastor's  hospitality  so  far,  as  to  intrude  either 
myself  or  my  niece  as  his  visitors." 

"  Had  I  the  means  of  accommodating  you,"  replied  Mr. 
Hamilton,  "  there  is  nothing  which  would  afford  me  equal 
pleasure ;  as  it  is,  I  must  content  myself  with  requesting  as 
much  of  your  company  as  you  can  spare,  while  you  remain 
here." 

The|next  day,  Mrs.  Wallace  had  a  long  conference  with  Mr. 
Desbro,  relative  to  the  terms  on  which  she  would  accept  Mr. 
Hamilton's  invitation.  She  could  not  think'of  residing  at  the 
rectory,  unless  he  would  accept  some  pecuniary  remuneration ; 
and  she  was  so  much  afraid  of  offending  his  delicacy,  that 
she  did  not  know  how  to  begin  the  subject.  Mr.  Desbro 
promised  to  arrange  all  this  satisfactorily ;  and  the  moment 
he  saw  Mr.  Hamilton,  opened  the  affair.  "  You  have  a 
young  family,  my  dear  Sir,"  said  he,  in  answer  to  Mr. 
Hamilton's  objections,  "and  you  are  still  young  yourself;  I 
admire  the  principles  which  give  rise  to  your  objections, 
although  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  object  them." 

Mr.  Hamilton,  seeing  his  opponent  serious,  gave  up  the 
point,  and,  though  he  was  firm  in  not  taking  anything  on  his 

own  account,  he  at  length  consented  to  receive  an  annual 
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stipend  of  thirty  pounds,  in  trust  for  his  little  Juliana ;  adding, 
with  a  smile,  that  parsons'  daughters  seldom  had  very  large 
fortunes. 

On  the  Monday  following,  Henry,  Jessy,  Mr.  Morland, 
and  his  son,  took  a  most  affectionate  leave  of  their  friends, 
and  rather  an  affecting  one  of  Mrs.  Wallace,  and  bade  adieu 
to  Devonshire.  As  James  Morland  embraced  Eliza,  he 
strictly  enjoined  her  to  write  every  second  day,  and  promised 
to  do  the  same,  by  which  means  they  would  alternately  receive 
letters  every  day. 

Nothing  remarkable  occurred  during"  the  two  following 
weeks;  Mrs.  Wallace's  health  improved  daily,  but  she  con- 
tinued weak,  and  in  that  state  of  natural  decay  which  was 
to  be  expected  from  her  age. 

The  walk  from  Greenwood  to  the  rectory  was  now  become 
quite  a  task  for  her,  and  she  secretly  rejoiced  in  the  prospect 
of  ending  her  days  in  the  same  house,  and  finally  sleeping 

beneath  the  same  sod,  as  her  beloved  brother. 

The  letters  from  London  were  of  the  most  satisfactory 

nature;  all  was  happiness  and  affection.     Its  completion  was 

only  delayed  by  the  absence  of  those  whose  society  was  the 

delight  of  all. 

But  what  gave  Mr.  Desbro  the  greatest  pleasure  was,  the 

accounts  which  Henry  transmitted  him  of  his  favorite  Duval. 

The  gratitude  with  which  he  received  him,— the  animated, 


258  FICTION    WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

yet  dignified  manner,  in  which  he  expressed  his  acknowledg- 
ments for  Henry's  latest  and  most  essential  favour, — all 
contributed  to  raise  that  worthy  man  in  Mr.  Desbro's  esteem, 
and  make  him  look  forward  with  impatience  to  the  moment 
when  he  should  again  see  him,  and  be  able  to  fulfil  his 
engagements  with  his  youthful  namesake. 

On  the  Saturday  evening  previous  to  the  eventful  week 
which  was  to  make  Mr.  Desbro  a  Benedict,  and  to  separate 
our  heroine  from  her  revered  instructress  and  friend,  the 
two  ladies  were  sitting  together  by  the  window  in  the  draw- 
ing room,  (having refused  the  invitation  to  the  rectory,)  Mrs. 
Wallace  indulging  in,  perhaps,  the  last  private  conversation 
that  she  might  ever  have  with  the  loved  child  of  her  adop- 
tion, and  Eliza  listening  with  the  same  dutiful  attention  as 
she  had  done  ten  years  before,  they  were  suddenly  startled, 
by  the  sound  of  a  heavy  footstep  running  up  stairs,  which 
was  immediately  succeeded  by  a  rap  at  the  room  door ;  Eliza 
thinking  it  was  her  uncle  returned,  rose  to  open  it,  when  to 
her  astonishment  and  pleasure,  her  husband  stood  before  her. 

"  This  is  indeed  an  agreeable  surprise,"  said  she,  as  she 
stepped  back  to  let  Mrs.  Wallace  see  him.  "  To  what  happy 
circumstance  do  I  owe  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  ?  " 

"  To  a  wish  for  your  company,  as  well  as  a  desire  to  be 
present  at  your  uncle's  marriage.  I  have  so  arranged  mat- 
ters with  my  clerks,  that  I  could  remain  here,  if  it  were 
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necessary,  till  this  day  week,  though  I  hope  to  be  in  town 
sooner." 

They  were  soon  joined  by  Mr.  Desbro,  who  expressed 
the  most  unfeigned  delight  at  seeing  his  nephew,  for  so  he 
always  called  him ;  and  they  found  so  much  to  ask  and 
answer,  that  midnight  had  passed  some  time  before  any  one, 
except  Mrs.  "Wallace,  thought  of  retiring  to  their  chambers. 

The  next  morning,  after  breakfast,  prayers  were  read  by 
James  Morland,  as  neither  of  the  party  chose  to  appear  that 
day  at  church. 

Mr.  Desbro  proposed  to  Mrs.  Wallace  the  plan  of  her  not 
returning  again  to  the  cottage,  when  once  she  had  gone  to 
the  rectory.  He  had  a  double  meaning  for  this  :  first,  as  it 
would  spare  her  unnecessary  fatigue;  and  lastly,  that  she 
should  not  see  the  departure  of  Eliza,  as  by  those  means 
much  of  the  pain  of  parting  would  be  spared  to  both.  All 
his  arrangements  appeared  dictated  alike  by  wisdom  and 
benevolence ;  all  were  the  result  of  profound  consideration ; 
and  all  tended  to  the  same  point, — that  of  diffusing  happiness 
to  every  one  with  whom  he  associated,  and  conciliating  the 
esteem  and  love  of  all  who  knew  him. 

Tuesday  was  the  day  fixed  for  his  marriage,  and  Thursday 
they  agreed  to  go  home. 

"  So  soon?"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton,  with  a  sigh.  "So soon !" 
mentally  responded  Eliza  and  Mrs.  Wallace.  A  profound 


260  FICTION    WITHOUT    ROMANCE; 

silence  prevailed ;  and  that  moment,  Mr.  Morland  could  not 
help  wishing  that  Jessy  had  been  there,  to  have  enlivened 
them  a  little.  Some  few  attempts  were  now  made  at  conver- 
sation ;  but  all  failed,  and  James  was  the  first  who  spoke 
of  retiring. 

"  You  will  at  least  do  me  one  favour,  Mrs.  Morland  ? "  said 
Mrs.  Hamilton,  addressing  Eliza. 

"  If  I  can,  certainly,"  was  the  reply. 

"  It  is  to  pass  the  remaining  three  days  wholly  with  me. 
I  made  my  request  to  you,  as  I  know  your  decision  will  be 
adopted  by  Mr.  Morland  and  your  uncle.  Thus  you  will 
enjoy  the  society  of  Mrs.  Wallace,  and  I  that  of  my  aunt,  till 
the  last  moment." 

Eliza  looked  at  James  and  her  uncle,  and  heard  them 
accept  their  kind  friend's  invitation,  with  real  delight.  They 
then  took  leave  for  the  night,  and  Eliza  felt  her  eyes  fill  as 
she  embraced  Mrs.  Wallace,  and  reflected  how  soon  the 
farewell  would  be  a  final  one. 

The  next  morning,  Mr.  Desbro  dispatched  a  note  to  Mr. 
Selby,  requesting  to  see  him  for  the  purpose  of  settling  for 
the  temporary  use  of  the  cottage,  as  he  did  not  wish  by  any 
means  to  go  to  Elm  Park. 

But  instead  of  Mr.  Selby,  he  received  an  answer  to  his 
note,  informing  him  that  that  gentleman  was  in  the  deepest 
distress,  owing  to  his  daughter  having  eloped  with  one  of  the 
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heroes  of  the  sock  and  buskin,  who  had  by  his  personifica- 
tion of  an  ideal  lover,  so  wrought  upon  Ellen's  finely-spun 
nerves,  that  she  made  a  formal  surrender  of  her  heart,  and 
was  actually  become  the  wife  of  a  strolling  player.  This 
disgraceful  drama  was  performed  while  on  a  visit  at  Exeter, 
and  Mrs.  Selby  was  laid  up  with  a  dangerous  fever  in 
consequence  of  grief  at  her  daughter's  misconduct. 

This  intelligence  caused  them  both  surprise  and  sorrow ; 
sorrow,  that  a  man  like  Mr.  Selby  should  have  been  so  dis- 
appointed in  his  dearest  hopes.  Indeed,  the  marriage  of 
his  eldest  daughter  had  never  been  sanctioned  by  him ;  nor 
was  it  such,  as  he  could  ever  have  approved.  De  Clifford 
was  a  thoughtless,  unprincipled  coxcomb;  but  as  he  was 
tolerated  by  what  is  called  the  genteel  world,  and  was  by 
no  means  deficient  in  pecuniary  virtue,  poor  Mr.  Selby, 
according  to  custom,  yielded  his  own  opinion  and  his  pater- 
nal authority  to  his  daughter's  determined  wilfulness ;  being 
glad,  even  at  that  price,  to  escape  the  almost  incessant 
reproaches  of  his  wife,  for  having  (to  use  her  own  words) 
transported  her  girls  into  the  wilds  of  Devonshire,  where 
there  was  not  even  a  chance  of  their  meeting  with  a  decent 
offer. 

The  accounts,  which  almost  daily  reached  his  ear,  of  the 
shameful  state  of  fashionable  levity  in  which  his  eldest 
daughter  lived,  were  but  too  credible.  Separate  friends, 


262  FICTION     WITHOUT     ROMANCE; 

separate  interests  and,  too  often,  separate  tables,  constituted 
the  chief  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  De  Clifford's  connubial  felicity. 
But  those  were  not  the  things  which  affected  the  maternal 
heart  of  Mrs.  Selby;  her  daughter  was  fashionable,  rich,  and 
notorious. — It  mattered  not  for  what — that  was  enough  for 
a  mother  of  Mrs.  Selby's  morals.  But  the  defection  of  her 
youngest  darling, — there  was  the  stab !  To  be  the  wife  of  an 
itinerant — a  stroller — a  nobody  knows  who! — She  might, 
perhaps,  have  been  ready  to  exclaim  with  Peachum —  '  But 
is  the  wench  really  married  ?  "  However,  for  the  honor  of 
human  nature,  let  us  hope  there  are  not  many  Mrs.  Selby's. 

The  letter  concluded  with  a  request  that  Mr.  Desbro 
would  leave  the  amount  specified  in  the  hands  of  Mr. 
Hamilton,  who  could  at  any  time  remit  it  to  Mr.  Selby. 

Numerous  were  the  remarks  made  by  our  friends  on  the 
misfortunes  which  threatened  to  overwhelm  their  former 
landlord  ;  and  Eliza  did  not  fail  to  offer  up  a  grate- 
ful prayer  to  the  memory  of  the  venerated  Howard,  who 
had,  both  by  his  precept  and  example,  prevented  her  from 
even  feeling  a  wish  to  continue  the  half-formed  acquaintance 
with  the  ladies  of  Elm  Park. 

On  the  following  morning,  Mr.  Desbro,  accompanied  by 
James  Morland,  walked  to  the  rectory,  whence  he,  with  his 
intended  bride,  followed  by  Mr.  Hamilton  and  Mr.  Morland, 
entered  the  church.  Mr.  Hamilton  once  more  performed 
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the  ceremony  for  a  couple  whom  he  sincerely  loved.  This 
made  the  third,  that  he  had  united  in  the  holy  bands  of 
wedlock,  within  the  short  space  of  four  weeks.  He  consi- 
dered himself  as  highly  favored  of  providence  to  have  been 
permitted  this  triple  behest ;  the  thought  swelled  his  heart, 
and  his  voice  faltered  as  he  pronounced  the  benediction. 
But  Desbro  made  the  responses  in  a  firm  unaltered  tone; 
while  his  trembling  bride  shuddered  as  her  thoughts  reverted 
to  the  day  when  she  had  plighted  her  first  and  ill-starred 
vows. 

The  rites  ended,  [the  bridal  party  returned  to  the 
rectory,  as  privately  as  possible,  everything  having  been 
previously  arranged,  to  prevent  any  noise  or  bustle.  No 
bell-ringing,  no  acclamations,  were  permitted;  and  those 
who  knew  of  the  transaction,  were  as  anxious  to  demonstrate 
their  respect  to  their  honored  benefactor,  by  their  silent 
obedience  to  his  wishes,  as,  on  a  former  occasion,  they  had 
been  eager  to  testify  their  pleasure,  by  more  audible 
measures. 

But  Mr.  Desbro's  liberality  was  not  the  less  manifest. 
Donations  of  money,  food  and  clothing  were  distributed 
according  to  the  directions  of  the  good  rector  (who  had  not, 
in  any  instance,  disgraced  the  footsteps  of  his  worthy  pre- 
decessor). "  But  no  noise,  no  foolery,  my  dear  Sir,"  said 
Desbro  to  him,  as  they  were  making  the  necessary  arrange- 
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ments,  the  previous  evening.  "  It  would  ill  become  a  man 
of  my  years,  to  celebrate  the  triumph  of  a  youthful  bride- 
groom.- Besides,  something  is  due  to  the  feelings  of  my 
Evelina,  as  well  as  to  the  memory  of  the  ill-fated  St.  Clair. 
The  happiness  which  owes  its  foundation  to  another's  misery, 
should  not  be  too  proudly  vaunted." 

The  cordial  pressure  which  his  hand  received,  proved  Mr. 
Hamilton's  opinion  of  his  friend's  sentiments. 

Eliza  was  already  at  the  rectory  when  the  newly  married 
pair  arrived,  and  throwing  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  the 
bride,  greeted  her  by  the  endearing  name  of  Aunt! 

The  day  was  passed  in  rational  cheerfulness,  but  no  mer- 
riment. One  thought  seemed  to  pervade  every  mind  — 
that  it  was  hardly  possible  to  expect  the  same  party  would 
ever  meet  again  altogether.  Yet  every  one  tried,  for  the 
sake  of  the  other,  to  exert  his  spirits  ;  and  all  in  some  measure 
succeeded. 

Nothing  of  moment  occurred  during  the  following  day, 
but  preparations  for  the  next ;  which  made  it  rather  late 
before  the  friends  met  at  the  rectory.  None  of  them  seemed 
much  inclined  for  conversation ;  whatever  subject  was  began, 
the  conclusion  was  the  same ;  namely,  the  loss  that  each  would 
sustain  in  being  separated  from  the  others. 

"  You  must  write  to  me  every  week,  my  dear  aunt,"  said 
Mrs.  Hamilton,  as  she  fixed  her  glistening  eyes  on  the  face 
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of  Mrs.  Desbro,  who  smiled  assent;   not  trusting  herself 
to  speak. 

"  I  hope,"  said  Eliza,  "  you  do  not  mean  all  the  punc- 
tuality of  correspondence  to  be  on  our  side  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  was  the  reply,  "  but  my  little  family 
may  furnish  me  with  an  excuse,  though  our  dear  Mrs  Wal- 
lace will,  I  doubt  not,  become  my  willing  amanuensis." 

Mrs.  Wallace  now,  rising  from  her  seat,  motioned  to  Eliza, 
and  they  left  the  room  together.  When  alone,  the  old  lady 
threw  her  arms  round  her  companion,  and  strained  her  to  her 
bosom  in  an  agony  of  feeling.  Nature  seemed  called  on  to 
assert  her  rights,  and  even  the  majestic  arm  of  fortitude 
shrunk  before  her.  The  two  friends  wept  unrestrainedly  in 
each  other's  bosom  ;  their  convulsive  sobs  smote  each  other's 
ear;  and  their  sorrow  seemed  so  sacred  even  to  themselves, 
that  they  felt  the  truth  of  the  Royal  Poet's  words,  "  There 
is  a  time  to  weep." 

Mrs.  Wallace  was  the  first  to  regain  composure ;  when 
she  said,  "  I  am  not  so  great  a  heroine  as  I  supposed  myself; 
but  the  conflict  is  now  over,  and  I  trust  that  I  shall  be  able 
to  part  from  you  as  I  ought. 

I  resign  you  to  those  you  love,  and  by  whom  you  are 
equally  beloved.  To  a  husband !  and  that  uncle  who  has 
ever  been  more  than  a  father  to  you.  I  have  every  reason 
to  hope  that  Mrs.  Desbro  is  as  amiable  as  she  appears.  Write 
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to  me,  my  beloved  child,  frequently,  at  least  once  every 
week ;  fear  not  to  make  me  the  participator  of  your  cares, 
any  more  than  the  sharer  of  your  pleasures :  scruple  not  to 
ask  my  counsel  if  you  require  it.  I  see  you  depart  without 
fear.  Your  intercourse  with  the  world,  will  not  dissipate 
your  morals,  nor  will  its  vices  contaminate  your  heart. 
You  will,  no  doubt,  have  temptations ;  but  I  feel  confident 
you  will  come  from  the  ordeal,  as  tried  gold  from  the  crucible. 

I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  indulge  me  with  your  company 
twice  a  year,  as  long  as  I  am  permitted  to  continue  a 
sojourner  here;  and  should  Providence  mercifully  ordain 
your  hand  to  close  my  eyes,  I  shall  think  I  have  not  lived 
all  my  time  in  vain." 

Eliza  again  embraced  her  loved  monitress  as  she  promised 
to  be  guided  by  her  maternal  counsels  in  every  action  of  her 
life.  They  now  returned  to  the  drawing  room,  which  they 
entered  with  smiles,  although  the  traces  of  recent  tears  were 
still  visible  upon  their  countenances. 

About  half  past  eleven,  the  final  leavetaking  commenced. 
Blessings  and  adieus,  not  unmingled  with  tears,  were  mutu- 
ally given  and  received  ;  and  Mr.  Desbro's  eyes  filled  as  he, 
for  the  last  time,  pressed  with  his  lips  the  hand  of  the  vene- 
rable and  respected  preceptress  of  Eliza. 

The  travelling  carriage  was  not  ordered  till  nine  the  next 
morning,  though  our  travellers  rose  early  that  nothing  might 
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be  left  unfinished.  The  servants  were  discharged,  after 
being  liberally  remunerated  for  their  services.  Mr.  Jameson 
and  Mrs.  Jones,  separately  waited  on  their  benefactors,  to 
pay  their  final  respects ;  and  lastly,  Peggy  and  her  husband, 
the  latter  bending  beneath  the  weight  of  a  hamper  filled  with 
bottles  cf  Cider,  Perry,  and  home  made  wines.  With 
many  bows  and  curtsies  they  asked  a  thousand  pardons  for 
the  liberty  they  took  in  begging  their  honors'  acceptance  of 
that  littfe  trifle,  as  a  token  of  gratitude  to  them  to  whom 
they  owed  all  they  possessed. 

The  humble  offering  was  graciously  accepted,  aud  the 
acceptance  accompanied  with,  what  William  (as  he  after- 
wards said  in  his  own  tap  room)  would  not  have  taken  a 
hundred  pounds  for ;  namely,  a  hearty  shake  of  the  hand 
from  his  honor,  Squire  Desbro. 

All  being  settled,  they  sat  down  to  breakfast ;  but  had 
hardly  began,  when  Mr.  Hamilton  entered.  "  I  could  not 
content  myself,"  said  he,  "  with  our  last  night's  farewell,  but 
I  said  nothing  at  home  of  my  intention  of  seeing  you  again 
this  morning." 

This  visit  was  very  kindly  taken,  and  the  good  rector 
remained  with  them  till  the  last  moment.  He  kissed  and 
blessed  the  ladies  as  he  put  them  into  the  carriage ;  wrung 
with  affectionate  pressure  the  hands  of  the  gentlemen ;  and 
remained  on  the  spot  till  the  vehicle  which  bore  them  away 
VOL.  II.  T 
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was  no  longer  visible.  Even  while  his  ears  yet  retained  the 
sound  of  the  impellent  wheels,  he  still  lingered,  till  suddenly 
recollecting  he  would  be  missed  at  home,  ejaculated  a 
short  but  fervent  prayer,  for  the  temporal  as  well  as  spiritual 
happiness  of  those  from  whom  he  had  just  parted;  and 
retraced  his  steps  to  his  own  peaceful  dwelling. 

For  the  first  few  miles,  but  little  was  spoken ;  but  as 
they  advanced  on  their  journey,  our  travellers  became  more 
cheerful,  arid  consequently,  more  communicative.  The  nearer 
they  drew  towards  their  destined  home,  the  more  they  lost 
sight  of  the  painful  past,  in  the  anticipation  of  the  pleasing 
future.  The  days  were  rapidly  shortening,  and  when  they 
entered  the  metropolis,  it  was  quite  dark,  although  not  more 
than  six  o'clock. 

When  the  carriage  stopt,  Mrs,  Desbro  felt  something  like 
astonishment  at  the  elegant  appearance  of  the  house ;  which 
feeling  increased,  as  the  doors  flew  open  and  discovered  the 
spacious  hall,  illuminated  with  gas  lamps,  which  made  it 
appear  an  entire  blaze  of  light.  Two  servants  in  rich  live- 
ries awaited  their  alighting  ;  and  they  had  scarcely  entered, 
ere  Mr.  Morland,  Henry,  and  Jessy,  met  in  the  hall,  and 
gave  them  the  first  cordial  welcome. 

The  ladies  went  immediately  up  stairs,  to  disencumber 
themselves  of  their  travelling  dresses,  while  the  gentlemen 
remained  to  see  that  the  carriage  was  divested  of  its  more 
ponderous  load. 
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Eliza  had  every  reason  to  believe,  that  the  munificent  dis- 
position of  her  wealthy  father-in-law,  would  show  itself  in  the 
fitting  out  of  his  house ;  but  she  entertained  not  the  smallest 
idea  of  the  magnificence  of  the  mansion  which  was  to  be  her 
future  residence  ;  and  as  her  eye  glanced  rapidly  over  the 
several  articles  of  rich  furniture,  with  which  her  chamber  was 
adorned,  she  could  not  suppress  a  sigh  at  the  recollection,  that 
the  beloved  and  respected  being  whose  well-regulated  mind 
had  prepared  her's,  to  view  all  these  things  in  their  proper 
light,  would  never  see  the  splendour  in  which  she  would 
henceforward  live. 

For,  it  was  but  too  certain,  Mrs.  Wallace  would  never 
come  again  to  London. 

When  their  little  arrangements  were  made,  they  descended 
into  a  small,  well-furnished  room,  denominated  the  breakfast 
parlour,  where,  after  partaking  of  tea  and  coffee,  Mr.  Mor- 
laud  senior  demanded  if  they  were  too  much  fatigued  to 
accompany  him  in  a  little  walk  ?  On  being  assured  to  the 
contrary,  he  made  Mrs.  Desbro  and  Eliza,  each  take  an  arm, 
and  bidding  Jessy  follow  with  uncle,  he  led  them  over  the 
house,  and  was  fully  recompensed  for  all  his  trouble  and 
expense,  by  the  just  encomiums  paid  to  his  taste,  by  Mrs. 
Desbro,  and  the  grateful  pleasure  which  sparkled  in  the 
eyes  of  Eliza. 

When  they  returned  to  the  parlor,  Mr.  Desbro  observed, 
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that  he  feared  Mr.  Morland  would  find  a  larger  family  than 
he  had  calculated  on ;  and  hinted,  in  as  delicate  a  manner 
as  possible,  that  another  establishment  might  be  expedient, 

"  And  why  ?  "  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  is  not  this  house 
large  enough  for  us  ?  " 

"It  certainly  is  sufficiently  large,"  said  Mr.  Desbro, 
"  but " 

"  I  know  to  what  point  your  observations  tend,"  replied 
Mr.  Morland;  but  I  think  I  shall  obviate  every  objection; 
I  have  set  my  mind  upon  our  making  one  family,  and  I 
will  not  be  disappointed.  I  am  an  old  man,  and  you  know 
old  folks  love  to  talk,  so  I  will  now  tell  you  the  plan  upon 
which  our  household  is  to  be  conducted.  Each  of  you  ladies 
is  to  be  superintendent  alternately,  one  month  in  regular 
succession  ;  except  Jessy,  whose  periods  of  government  will 
double  those  of  her  amiable  colleagues.  Each  of  us  gentle- 
men, to  defray  the  common  expences  of  the  establishment 
during  the  period  of  his  lady's  management. 

Meanwhile,  the  harmony  which  exists  between  us,  must 
be  cemented  by  an  entire  independence  of  each  other. 
Every  one  must  be  the  uncontrolled  master,  or  mistress,  of 
their  respective  actions,  and  pursue  the  bent  of  their  own 
inclinations.  My  carriage  is  at  the  service  of  you  all,  when 
you  think  proper  to  require  it.  And  now  inform  me  if  you 
are  satisfied  with  my  plans  ?  " 
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A  buzz  of  general  approbation  followed  the  old  gentleman's 
speech ;  and  Mr.  Desbro  apologized  for  the  momentary 
vexation  he  had  unintentionally  caused  him,  in  having  hinted 
a  wish  to  leave  him. 

Jessy  was  to  continue  her  office  as  housekeeper,  till  the 
end  of  the  next  month,  when  she  was  to  be  succeeded  by 
Mrs.  Desbro. 

On  the  second  day  after  her  arrival,  Eliza,  having  retired 
to  her  chamber  for  the  purpose  of  writing  to  Devonshire, 
received  a  summons  from  her  brother,  to  join  him  in  the 
parlour.  She  immediately  went  down,  and  was  again  retreat- 
ing, on  seeing  Henry  in  earnest  conversation  with  a  middle- 
aged  gentleman  of  most  prepossessing  appearance,  who  rose 
from  his  seat  on  her  entrance.  He  was  tall  and  thin,  and 
his  black  dress  added  to  the  interest  exited  by  his  figure : 
his  countenance  was  particularly  serious.  To  an  uninterested 
observer,  it  might  have  been  called,  austere;  but  Eliza, 
who  had  been  taught  to  read  the  human  mind  in  the  linea- 
ments of  the  visage,  saw  in  this  gentleman's,  the  mildness 
which  ever  accompanies  a  feeling  heart ;  while  the  expression 
of  his  lucid  eye,  denoted  transcendant  wisdom,  improved  by 
deep  study. 

He  seemed  bending  with  debility,  as  he  leaned  on  the  stick 
that  partially  supported  his  feeble  frame.  Eliza  gazed  on 
him  till  she  felt  ashamed  of  herself;  and  would  have  with- 
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drawn  her  eyes,  but  had  not  the  power.  Henry  took  her 
hand,  and,  leading  her  forward,  said,  "My  dear  sister! 
allow  me  to  present  you  to  my  valued  friend,  Monsieur 
Duval."  The  pleasure  Eliza  felt  on  beholding  this  venera- 
ble object  of  her  brother's  friendship  and  benevolence, 
crimsoned  her  cheek,  while  that  of  Duval  owned  the  same 
suffusion  of  sensibility,  though  from  a  different  cause. 

Duval  felt  as  much  pleased  with  Eliza  as  she  was  with 
him ;  and,  throwing  aside  his  habitual  reserve,  conversed  with 
her  in  a  style  in  which  conscious  worth  and  diffidence,  dig- 
nity and  humility,  were  so  appropriately  blended,  that  she 
imagined  him  a  being  of  superior  order.  They  discoursed 
alternately  in  French  and  Italian ;  and  Eliza  promised  herself 
no  small  degree  of  improvement,  from  her  acquaintance  with 
this  extraordinary  man. 

Their  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Desbro,  and  Jessy,  who  were  introduced  by  Henry 
to  Mr.  Duval. 

But  Duval's  Swiss  accent  possessed  electric  power  over 
the  feelings  of  Mrs.  Desbro ;  and  she  hastily  withdrew  to 
conceal  her  emotions. 

When  their  visitor  had  taken  leave,  Mr.  Desbro  tenderly 
apologised  to  his  lady  for  his  thoughtlessness,  in  having 
brought  her  so  abruptly  in  contact  with  a  countryman  of  the 
late  St.  Clmr. 
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"  It  is  I,  who  ought  to  apologise  my  dearest  Frederick," 
said  she,  "  for  suffering  my  feelings  to  subdue  my  better 
judgment.  You  are  at  all  times  so  kindly  considerate,  that 
I  should  be  most  ungrateful  to  indulge  a  thought  independent 
of  yourself,  but,"  she  added,  with  a  smile,  "  I  trust  I  shall 
behave  better  another  time." 

Mr.  Desbro,  embracing  her,  said,  he  hoped  she  would 
hereafter  be  able  to  see  Mr.  Duval  without  emotion ;  "  for," 
he  continued,  "  if  we  do  but  hold  sufficient  influence  over 
him,  to  draw  him  from  his  voluntary  seclusion,  I  think  we 
may  congratulate  ourselves  on  having  acquired  a  most 
valuable  acquaintance." 

They  had  been  in  town  about  three  weeks,  when  one 
morning  as  Eliza  was  placing  some  Hyacinths  in  the  drawing- 
room  windows,  she  was  agreeably  surprised  at  seeing  the 
well-known  plain  carriage  draw  up  to  the  door ;  her  heart 
bounded  as  she  heard  the  knock;  she  ran  down  stairs,  and 
in  a  few  moments  was  clasped  to  the  bosom  of  the  affectionate 
Rebecca  Zachariah.  She  was  accompanied  by  her  father, 
who  offered  his  congratulations  to  Eliza,  in  a  style  of  genuine 
sincerity.  He  told  her,  that  the  newspapers  had  informed 
them  of  her  marriage,  as  well  as  some  other  interesting  facts 
relating  to  herself  and  family,  "  But,"  continued  he,  "  we 
really  longed  to  see  you;  I  was  beginning  to  fear  that 
the  dispersed  people  no  longer  held  a  place  in  your 
remembrance." 
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" Is  it  possible  you  could  suppose  us  so  ungenerous?" 
said  Mr.  Desbro,  who  entered  at  that  moment ;  "  you  must 
learn  to  know  us  better,  my  dear  Sir,"  said  he,  as  he 
pressed  Mr.  Zachariah's  hand. 

"  Of  all  your  nation,  I  only  know  yourself;  yet  I  am 
willing  to  take  you  on  credit  for  the  rest.  Henceforward 
shall  the  Jew  be  an  equal  sharer  with  the  Christian,  of  my 
hand,  my  heart,  and  my  purse." 

Mr.  Zachariah  bent  his  head ;  and  a  tear  fell  upon  the  hand 
which  still  grasped  his. 

"  Then  I  may  hope,  said  he,  "  that  difference  of  opinion 
will  not  create  difference  of  sentiments  towards  each  other  ; 
and  that  the  wide  division  of  our  tenets,  will  not  prevent  the 
union  of  our  hearts  ? " 

"  Never  !  never  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Desbro,  with  marked 
emphasis,  and  from  that  moment,  a  friendship,  lasting  as  it 
was  sincere,  was  established  between  the  families. 

On  the  same  day,  young  Duval  called  to  take  leave, 
previous  to  his  departure  for  the  commercial  academy,  where 
he  was  to  continue  till  properly  qualified  to  be  received  into 
the  house  of  Morland  and  Courtney.  On  parting,  every  one 
gave  him  a  trifle  for  a  souvenir];  Jessy's  present  was  the  last. 
It  was  an  album,  beautifully  bound,  in  which  she  desired  he 
would  note  down  all  the  most  memorable  occurrences  of  his 
life.  "Then  I  know  what  the  first  will  be,"  said  Frederick, 
colouring  highly. 
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"  What,  my  love?"  demanded  Mrs.  Courtney. 

"  The  name  and  date  of  that  day  when  my  father  first  saw 
Mr.  Courtney,"  modestly  answered  Frederic,  bowing  as  he 
spoke. 

Our  heroine  was  now  in  the  full  possession  of  happiness  ; 
surrounded  by  all  those  she  loved;  she  had  not  a  wish  un- 
gratified.  She  corresponded  regularly  with  her  friends  in 
Devonshire,  from  whom  she  had  the  satisfaction  of  learning, 
that  the  school  was  in  a  most  flourishing  state. 

Her  time  was  equally  divided  between  the  dear  circle  in 
which  she  resided;  the  Zachariah's,  and  Monsieur  Duval, 
whose  wife  and  daughter  occasionally  enlarged  their  little 
party.  She  neither  sought,  nor  coveted  a  large  acquaintance ; 
those  which  she  had,  were  sufficient  to  satisfy  a  rational 
mind,  and  a  heart  formed  for  the  enjoyment  of  pure  and 
refined  friendship. 

The  families  continued  to  reside  constantly  together,  and 
Mr.  Morland  lived  to  caress  a  lovely  group  of  grandchildren ; 
who,  like  their  parents,  dwelt  in  the  utmost  harmony  with 
each  other.  When  any  dispute  did  arise,  it  was  only  an 
amiable  contention  for  the  right  of  performing  some  kindly 
office  for  their  venerable  grandfather,  or  for  being  foremost 
to  receive  the  notice  of  dear  aunt  and  uncle  Desbro. 

THE    END. 
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